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GO TO THE SALESMAN, SHREWD BUYER, TO 


THE INFORMED AND PAINSTAKING STUTZ SALES- 
MAN, IF YOU WOULD KNOW WHAT LOW 
SWUNG WEIGHT IN A MOTOR CAR MEANS TO 
YOU AND YOUR FAMILY. OUR COURTEOUS 
SALESMEN HAVE A STORY TO TELL, A TRUE 
AND THRILLING STORY OF PERFORMANCE, SE- 
CURITY, ELEGANCE—A ROMANCE OF SAFE SPEED. 
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q Always there is a force in a quality 
product which make users proclaim 
their satisfaction in no uncertain words, 
€ Wherever you hear the famous 


phrase, “Kolster is a fine set!” you may be 


sure it is based on first-hand experience 


and knowledge. { Kolster requires no 
better advertisement than what you will 
say when you know Kolster. { Model 
K23, shown above, is a seven tube floor 
model with Kolster Dynamic Repro- 


ducer. Cabinet of distinguished design. 


no LSTER 


RADIO 


Enjoy the Kolster Program every Wednes- 
day evening at 10 P. M. Eastern Standard 
Time over the nation-wide Columbia Chain. 


Copyright by Kolster Radio Corporation, 1928 








RHYMED REVIEWS 





WhiWyals) ‘4 


Her Knight Comes Riding 


\\ 


Yes, Dr. Freud, Miss Fanny had 

The father-complex most complexly; 
| Her story-telling sailor dad 
| Obsessed her mentally and se xly. 


| 
| 
| By John V. A. Weaver. Alfred A. Knopf. 


| The “bogus chivalry” of Scott 
(That gracious phrase is Johnny 
Weaver’s), 
With all her father’s tommyrot, 
Inclined her soul to gay deceivers, 


Though Mother tried to teach her sense, 
She bowed before successive heroes 
Until the light of evidence 
Exposed the frauds as rimless zeros. 





She dreamed of knights in brave array, 
Of paladins on snow-white horses, 

While typing, “In reply would say,” 
To help the family resources. 


She jilted Ralph, devoted, clean, 
Artistic, yet a money-getter, 

And meeting George the bold marine, 
Selected him for worse or better. 


He went to war; he wasn’t true; 
“But say I’m dead,” he wrote to 
Mother. 
So Fanny mourned her knight in blue 
And wouldn’t hear of any other. 


When Mother told, omitting nought, 
Deluded Fanny threw a brainstorm, 

And, rushing out of doors, she caught 
Pneumonia in a snow and rainstorm. 


3ut after all the storm and stress 


She married Ralph the home-abiding. 
Kind hearts are more than naval dress 


be 99 
U HAN KS | And simple faith than knights a riding. 
Arthur Guiterman. 
t aT oe 


Nature’s own gorgeous gift of bright blossoms 
adds joy to the festive board. The sparkling 
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beauty of flowers reflects the true spirit of ; 
Thanksgiving. And in their rare fragrance see | 
you'll drink the essence of Autumn sunshine. > Go Sele , 
aw tone b 

franco 

belgique P 




















Membership in the Society window and on his an- 547a fife 
is indicated by this design nouncements to the public. “ a 





Tue sign of a good florist. ey displayed on the florist’s jolie ae tee 
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ANCIENT Puiuistine (after Delilah has finished her work): Well, Samson, I see you've got 


a haircut at last. 
SAMSON: Yes—that’s my weakness now. 





The Dirigible Prepares for an 
Oceanic Flight 
“Is the ship clear of visitors?” 

“Yes, sir!” 

“Have the photographers got all the 
pictures they want of me waving good- 
bye as we leave the ground?” 

“Yes, sir!” 

“Ask all the reporters if they’ve tele- 
graphed their stories of the first few 
hours in the air.” 

“I did so, and they all have, sir!” 


| 


“Have we radioed all the Governors, | 


Mayors and others our farewell mes- 
sages as we sailed serenely over the Statue 


of Liberty?” 


sir!” 
“Prepare to cast.... 
“One moment, sir!....The stowa- 
way just telephoned, sir, that his taxi has 
broken down and he may not get here 
| for fifteen or twenty minutes more, sir!” 


Chet Johnson. 


” 





“They're all in the telegraph offices | 


ready to be delivered as soon as we start, | 


A REALLY GOOD SCORE 

“Wart is the lowest you ever went 
around in?” 

“One.” 

““What!!” 

“Yep. I sliced my drive on the first 
tee and it rolled into the cup on the 
| green of the Eighteenth.” 

Auto SaLesMAN: Our cars no good? 
Why, we’re selling them by the dozens! 
| Prospect: I’m not  surprised—how 
| much are they a dozen? 














HALrFsBack CHECHZSHIL: An eighty-yard run and I’ll bet those damned radio announcers 


can’t even pronounce my name. 





Cause for Thanksgiving 
THANkKscivinc Day on bended knee, 
Forsaking all my labors, 
I thank Whatever Gods There Be 
That I’m not like my neighbors. 


I’m grateful I am not a Greek, 
An Eskimo or Zulu, 

A Berber, Tartar, Arab Sheik 
Or Son of Honolulu. 


And other peoples polyglot, 
From Sweden clear to Siam, 
No doubt give thanks that they are not 
The kind of freak that I am. 
Arthur L. Lippmann. 


The Omnivorous Reader 

He reads the American Mercury, the 
Rotarian, the Atlantic Monthly, the Un- 
derwear &% Hosiery Review, the Nation, 
the Fellowship Forum, Women’s Wear, 
the Staats-Zeitung, the American Agri- 
culturist, the Haldeman-Julius Little Blue 
Books, the Journal of the American Med- 
ical Association, the Christian Herald, the 
American Hebrew, Variety and countless 
others, including Lire. 

What a scope! What a balanced literary 
diet! And yet this man is no great thinker, 


no deep student, no bibliophile or philos- 
opher. Quite the contrary. He’s an enter- 
prising Pullman porter who gathers up 
the magazines his passengers leave. 





SHE: Ah, you, too, have no doubt had 
your romance? 

He: Yes; our eyes met, our hands met, 
our lips met—and then our lawyers met. 





| 


Little Rambles with 
Serious Thinkers 


I know I’m not so wonderful. I’ve jug 
got two legs, two arms, a fairish body 
and a passable face, like hundreds of 
other girls in America.—Peggy Joyce, 


The Middle West is the only place in 

the United States where the 

artist should live and work. 
—Zona Gale. 


creative 


“Just yours!” the “you,” the “I” of our 
existence. Do they matter? The individ. 
ual gets bumped off and the state 
remains. 

—Millicent, Duchess of Sutherland. 


A man who applies himself to his busi- 
ness is likely to prosper before he is forty 
or fifty years old.—John Erskine 


No matter how flirtatious and frivolous a 
girl may be, if you are able to probe her 
deepest feelings, you will find that she is 
a mother for all that. 

—Dr. Louis E. Bisch, M.D., Ph.D. 


Men differ in many essentials. But all 
women are, at bottom, much the same. 
—George Jean Nathan, 





BREAKERS AHEAD 


First AutHor: You remember that 
article I wrote some time ago in which 
I mentioned the Nugget Cigarette? Well, 
yesterday the manufacturers sent me a 
carton of them. 

Seconp AvutHorR: What a_ wonderful 
idea! I’m going right away to write an 
article on the Ziegfeld Follies girls! 
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“Say, gimme my Saturday Evening Post.” 
“Well, I thought you had read it.” 
“No, I only got as far as the Packard ad.” 
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“I wish they’d play that piece again. That part that goes oompty—dum—doom—dum—doom would make 
the best automobile chime-siren on the market, if I could get it down.” 





NOT TO BE DENIED 
He had all the marks of the Successful 


Business Man. One instinctively felt that | 


here was a Personage. 

The perfect fit of his overcoat, his im- 
maculate linen, his well-fitting shoes 
bespoke care for personal appearance. 

His cheeks were aglow with the ruddi- 
ness of perfect health. Here was a MAN 
in every sense of the word. 

Today his whole bearing © denoted 
cagerness, a striving after some desired 





end. He had a GOAL in sight. And 
striding eagerly forward, brushing aside 
the crowds, many of them children, who 
blocked his path, he reached at last the 
coveted shop window where he could 


watch the electric train. 
CF & & 





Lewis: What a peculiar expression on 
that woman’s face over there! 

Crarx: Yes. She is trying to blush 
at that story somebody just told. 





ELECTRICAL LABORATORIES, 
PLEASE COPY 
“Tom Tippce hasn’t done very well 
with his chain of eating houses, has he?” 
“No, but he expects to make a big 
clean-up now. He is introducing the last 
word in restaurant service—the automat 
with sound accompaniment.” 





Tue Prohibition question remains 
unchanged. It is still, “What will the boys 
in the back room have?” 
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THE MAIN STEM of Chautauqua and cinema contracts at 
the same time. What a guy! Well, it 
seems that Rogers knocked them dead 
| when the show opened and he still does, 
for that matter, with his wilting cracks 
about the big shots, politics and this or 
that. They adored him and rocked with 
laughter at his stuff. But when he went 
into a real soft-shoe dance with Fred’s 
dotter, Dorothy, the spectators lost their 
breath. He certainly is first-rate and all 
Dear Pat Wixarp: the New York critics gave him sugary 
by They call it senti- notices. 
Walter mentalism around this But what I started out to tell you was 
. man’s town when people that Lindbergh was sitting in the second | 
Winchell I. ' - 
who are human bend a|row at the premitre and Rogers, who) 
little, stop putting on the dog, and act| promised Lindy that he wouldn’t call the 
their age. I was reading in the papers audience’s attention to him, kept his 
only the other day about Will Rogers, word. Which anybody’ll tell you no other 
who gags about famous people and | actor would have done. The next day a 
makes them like it. Rogers, in case your | reporter called on Rogers in his dressing- 
home town dramatic department hasn’t | room for a story. The reporter was 
so recorded yet, learned that his best pal, amazed when the star instructed the stage| Tastow Newsrarer Sevver: Extra feature 
Fred Stone, the actor, crashed in a plane| doorman to permit all comers into his tonight, folks! Two murders for the price 
and was pretty badly hurt. Mr. Stone’s | room. He gabbed with Negro actors who of one! 
new show was in rehearsal at the time |called for his autograph; gave funds to) — saneeethschaiensiinindealinaa 
and without him, or a substitute as good, | professional gate-crashers and photos to 
couldn’t possibly open, thus throwing | admirers, and otherwise acted so human 
hundreds of players temporarily out of | and different from other big timers. 
work. ; | The night before, Will’s dressing-room 
So Mr. Rogers insisted upon pinch-| after the show had been crowded with his 
hitting for Mr. Stone, cancelling many | high and mighty admirers, come to thank 
hundreds of thousands of dollars’ worth | him for giving them a good time. Would 














you like to know who some of them 
were, Willard? Well, there was Lind- 
bergh, for one; and there was the Chief 
Justice of the United States Supreme 
Court, Mr. Taft; and there was Old Bill 
Hart, accompanied by James Montgomery 
Flagg; and there was Tommy Hitchcock, 
aa the greatest polo player in the world, and 
Grantland Rice, the sportlight, and Ina 

Claire, and Ring Lardner, and... 

But Will didn’t say anything about 
them to the reporter. All he could think 
of was that he once came to that same 
dressing-room in that same theater, seven- 
teen years ago, when he was small-timing 
it with a horse and rope. And the room 
was occupied then by two big stars, Dave 
Montgomery and Fred Stone, who were 
kind to this unknown dumb act from 
Oklahoma named Rogers. 

“I’m not: one of those actors,” said 
Rogers, “who believe that they will be 
| clicking or making good three years from 
now. All I know is that I got a good 
break in my life and I am grateful. Fred 
'and Dave helped me seventeen years ago 
and I'll never forget it. What makes me 
so sad is looking at that chair over there. 
That’s where Montgomery, one of the 
greatest fellows that ever lived, used to sit 
and this chair was Fred’s. I sure have 
been lucky.” 

Is that refreshing relief from the other 
type who is always bragging about his 
achievements? Here’s a man, who 1s an 
institution, a great star, a person with a 
| spotless reputation, and a man whose 

Litre Wie (during news-reel views of “Dress Parade at West Point”): Oh, Mama! | words are respected by monarchs, who 
They’re showing pictures of the school where all the ushers come from. | finds time to think back to seventeen years 
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ago when somebody “gave him a break.” 
It probably strikes you funny that the 
funniest man in New York right now 
knows how to cry. What struck me 
forcibly was that there is a man who 
“walks with kings” but still finds time 
to rub shoulders with smallies. It isn’t 
being done much lately, you know. 

The newest night club in town is the 


most inexpensive and it is packed with | 
merriment. It is called the Club Whoopee, | 


on West 51st Street. There is no couvert 
charge. Chow mein sells for six bits (I 
swear!) and the staff of entertainers are 
swell gagmen. Jo-Jo, who used to be a 
singing ‘waiter with Irving Berlin in 
Chinatown and at Coney, is there. So is 
Frank Wallace, a silvery-voiced warbler, 
and Lou Clayton and Jack Palmer, the 
songwriters, sing torrid ditties. The place 


is better described as “‘a hot box”? and it| 


certainly is. 

When Tex Guinan came home she 
yipped at the Federal District Attorney 
by saving that her favorite song was “The 
End of a Perfect D. A.,” and referring to 





l 
her stiff reception out on the coast she 


said that states using capital punishment 
should make it more severe and change 
/it to a four-week sentence in Hollywood, 
|where Tex says even the snobs gather 


| nightly to snub each other. 





WHERE DO YOU BUY IT, SIR? 
Rapio ANNouNCcER: We will now have the 
|dunner dince; er—er—the dunner dance 
orchestra; er—er—the danner dunce 
program; er—er—the dinner dunce; 
ahem—er—the danner dance; er—er— 
ahem (takes deep breath), we will now 
|have the dinner dance orchestra play a 
number of dinner dince selections; no, 
no, I mean danner dince selections; I 
mean I resign. 

Pierre Maclsaacs. 





Vistror: Those are nice dressing- 
rooms you have attached to the football 
stadium. 

Proressor: Dressing-rooms? Those are 
the college buildings! 





|and tongues! 





Thanks 
Four hundred years ago and more, 
Columbus touched this Western shore: 


| He’d been a very lucky fella, 


Thanks to the good ships ‘“Nifia,” 
“Pinta,” and “Santa Maria,” the 
courage of his men, and the gener- 
osity of Ferdinand and Isabella. 


About three hundred years from then, 

We won a war with Minute Men: 

In Liberty our land found solace, 

Thanks to Molly Pitcher, George Wash- 
ington, Paul Revere and the mistakes 
of General Cornwallis. 


Today, though skies be gray and murky, 
We're eating cranberries and turkey; 
In all the land, there’s celebration— 
Thanks to our high position in the worid, 
general prosperity, and the Presi- 
dent’s Thanksgiving Proclamation. 
Norman R. Jaffray. 


WomeEN are after men, hammer 
! 
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EverypaAy Deeps THat Pass UNsuNG 


Marking Down Promising Ivory for Next Season’s Pool Balls 
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KITCHEN POoLice 








When a Woman Asks for oI She has exceeded her weekly allow- 
a -o Tablet ance and is about to request additional 


funds. 
SHE is trying to avoid a visit to her hus- She is preparing to break the news| 
band’s relatives. 


that her mother is coming for a lengthy | 
She wants to escape kitchen slavery by | 


visit. 

dining out. | She has a headache. 
She is seeking encouragement 

purchase a new hat on the morrow. 
She is looking for an excuse to prevent DEFINITION 

a visit from the neighborhood bridge | College Student—A young fellow who 

fiends. | learns a dozen complicated and tongue- 
She is laying the groundwork for a | twisting yells but flunks his elementary 


A. L. L. 


to 








little vacation trip to Bermuda. Latin. 


The Hoover 
Administration 


THE BARREN elegance of 
March 4 now approaches 
and in due time the digni- 
fied figures of Messrs, 
Coolidge and Hoover wil] 
drive up Pennsylvania Avenue between 
the Chinese laundries, lodging houses 
and phrenologist emporiums to confront 
William Howard Taft bearing a Bible. 
The thirty-first President of the United 
States will move into the White House 
and Alfred E. Smith will have become 
a private citizen. Mr. Coolidge will get 
a pension of $10,000 from the estate of 
Andrew Carnegie and resume, if he de. 
sires, publication of articles in the Ladie;’ 
Home Journal, which he found g 
profitable as Vice-President. The Wash- 
ington photographers will picture new 
ladies in the Cabinet circle at $150 a 
dozen, and some new names will appear 
in the Social Register. 


by 
Henry 
Suydam 


* * * 


Tue next Administration will be digni- 
fied to an excruciating degree. Mr. Codl- 
idge’s dignity was but penultimate. 
His successor has already made Mr. 
Coolidge appear playful, gay and 
loquacious. The good Calvin had his 
points. Who but Mr. Coolidge would 
have sent Mr. Hoover a night-letter in- 
stead of a telegram? His quaint, caustic 
humor, which was no myth, was gorgeous 
cajolery compared with what one must 
anticipate from the next President. Mr. 
Hoover, as a wise critic has said, isn’t 
even mean. 

* 


* * 


THE ELEcTION of Mr. Hoover in such 
handsome fashion is both encouraging 
and discouraging. That a man who had 
never been elected to office could run 
cold, as it were, for President and win 
is something in a country where the 
ordinary approach to a nomination 1s 


| through the devitalizing atmosphere of 


State Legislature. That Mr. Hoover's 
great foreign experience did not count 
against him is all to the good. On the 
other hand, the fact that the size of his 
majority is due, in some part, to religious 
prejudice is lamentable. That the South 
remained true to its Democratic tradition 
with respect to all candidates except Mr. 
Smith is the poorest sort of evidence on 
which to base an assumption that the 
spirit of sectionalism has been demol- 
ished. Mr. Hoover’s Southern victories 
in the election are no cause for rejoicing— 
not even to Mr. Hoover. 








—_— 





Mr. Hoover’s defects are those of tem- 
perament rather than experience; perhaps 
these very defects are inherent in his 
great qualities. The country saw him at 
his poorest during the campaign. Now, 
with power in his hands, with an un- 
paralleled vote of confidence behind him 
and with a clear majority in both Houses 
of Congress, he faces a future which lies 
pliant to his own molding. His first and 
most immediate problem will be to divest 
himself of some of his campaign asso- 
ciates, to put aside the technique of 
the politician and to stand forth as the 
Hoover of 1914 to 1920. If he will do 
that, and sometimes be human though 
President, he will wipe out the unpleas- 
ant memories that have survived the 
tumult of this last campaign. 





HEAVILY INTERESTED 
PRESIDENT OF THE INTERNATIONAL BUTTER 
Tus Co.: My office boy asked me what 
my salary was. Then he wanted to know 
if I played golf the afternoons I stayed 
out, and if I made any of my personal 
long-distance calls from my home, and 
why one of the stenographers could ar- 
rive late every morning without suffering 
rebuke, and if my car was filled with 
gas every day in the company’s garage, 
and whether or not 

PresipENT OF AMALGAMATED Book 
Enps: Of course you fired the impertinent 


little whippersnapper? 


PRESIDENT OF THE INTERNATIONAL 
Butrer Tus Co.: I couldn’t. He owns 
one share of stock in the company. 


Bill Sykes. 





WE are waiting patiently, amid 
the traceless mass of books pouring daily 
from our presses, for the announcement 
of the new Book-of-the-Moment Club. 


— 


“Let’s hear you 








“The Way to a Man’s Heart Is 
Through His Stomach” 


“Joon, I wouldn’t order clams here. We 
don’t know anything about this place— 
and it’s pretty far from the water.” 
“Yes, my dear. Suppose I have a fruit | 
cocktail, instead?” 
“Fruit cocktail? Oh, I don’t think | 
you'll like that. It won’t be fresh fruit, 
anyway.” 
“Well, 





just some olives and hors 


d’oeuvres, then.” 


“I wouldn’t eat those olives if I were 


you. How do you know you won't be | 


poisoned? Remember what happened to 
poor Mrs. Elmendorf, dear.” 





IN 


“Boy, you certainly must have seen a lot of service to get all them stripes,” 


; Same 


play ‘Ramona’.” 





“That’s right. I had forgotten..... 
Well, now, how about some clam chow- 
der—no—some chicken soup; then veal 
cutlets, sweet and macaroni? 
How does that sound?” 

“You ought not to eat two starchy 
things like macaroni and potatoes at the 
meal. The diet experts say it’s all 
wrong.” 

“Very well, my dear... 
dessert. Let me Chocolate 
Prune whip? Custard pudding? 
| varian cream? 

“Bavarian cream! It’s the most acid 
thing you could... .” 

“Custard pudding, then... 
are you going to have, darling?” 
| “Oh, I Pil just some 
| shrimp salad, lobster, milk, onions, and 
apple pie.” 


potate eS, 


.. Now, as for 
cake? 
Ba- 


see. 


.. What 


guess have 


Norman R. Jaffray. 


BECAUSES 
Because you wear too wide a hat; 
| Because you’d never leave me flat; 
Because you “yes” me, right or wrong; 
Because you wait for me too long; 
Because your face lights when I’m near; 
Because it’s plain you hold me dear; 
Because your vices are too few 
I should not love you. Yet I do. 


Tracy. 


One thing to be said in favor of 
the old magic lantern is that it never tried 
to talk. 
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TWO PAGES from thy 
SKETCHBOOK of JOHN HELD, Jr 








— 


John Held, |r., of Utah, started his career as a contribu- 
tor to Lire at the age of fifteen. He has been appearing 
regularly in Lire and on its covers ever since. On these 


two pages are random Held sketches that show the 


























12 


LiFe 








“MRS. PEP’S DIARY 


Ocroser 30—Up so betimes 

, that I was obliged to go to 
Baird the kitchen myself and as- 
Leonard semble something to eat, a 
business at which I am _ no- 

toriously maladroit, but I did put some 
left-over rice and mushrooms in a double 
boiler and brew a pot of tea,and then, there 
being nobody awake to gainsay me, I did 
put on my tray a jar of the pickles lately 
come from Anne Estill, the best I have 
eaten since the days of my youth, having 
just enough sugar in the raustard sauce. 
Lord! should Anne put them on the 
market she could make her fortune, as the 


“Honestly, he’s a perfect social silhouette—no background at all!” 





‘old lady in “Turn to the Right” did with 
| her preserves, for I can well imagine Vis- 
‘count Allenby or Charles M. Schwab, 
tasting them during the course of a 
luncheon in their honor, stopping all 
meditation on their speeches to inquire, 
“Whence comes this delicious relish?” 





Afterwards reading in_ the journals 


about the making off of the Zeppelin and 


the opening of the opera, very complacent| 
in my new apricot satin negligee lined 
with albatross and trimmed all about with 
lovely flat white fur, but when Sam, | 
emerging scandalously late, saw me, he | 
burst into great guffaws, exclaiming, | 
“You look like a character in ‘Boris 
Godunoff’!” and bringing me to realize 
that so far this season I have laid out one 
hundred and ninety-five dollars in vain, 
two of the hats which I purchased with 
such enthusiasm having turned out to be 
what the baseball players call morning- 
glories. This day I did read a book so 
diverting that my husband, poor wretch, 











REFEREE: Say—you fellows gotta quit run 
ning down the sidelines like this. 
Star: Aw—forget it—you never see any 
photographers on the field, do you? 





who does loathe being read to, not only 
bore with quoted passages but pled for 
more, so I do commend “Angel Child,” 
by Grace Perkins. 


Ocroser 31—Off early to gymnasium, 
where I did do my exercises and play at 
handballe, descending afterwards to the 
Grand Central Station, which has become 
a new and hitherto unexplored playground 
for me. Lord! I did never dream that so 
many fascinating articles could be pro- 
cured under one roof and without cross- 
ing any streets, and I do believe all my 
Christmas shopping can be done there, 
without fear, favor or scandal. The men 
at the oyster bar are now numbered 
amongst my most pleasant acquaintances, 


|and the minute they do see me approach- 


ing, one of them starts to mix ; clam 
juice cocktayle. Moreover, as I emerge I 
do pass a shop which sells fresh buttered 
popcorn, and there is always a cab await- 
ing me at the Lexington Avenue exit, s0 
that, for the moment at least, conditions 
are as near heavenly as I have yet found 
them on earth. Home betimes, finding 
Sam there so agog over the beauti- 
ful weather that we did decide to drive 
out to Henri’s at Lynbrook for dinner, 
making an unexcelled meal off onion 
soup, lobster and mushrooms cooked in 
white wine, potatoes dataille and a fine 
chiffonade salad in which we admon- 
ished them to put some crisp sweet onions. 
So home through the autumn moonlight 
and, after reading a bit in Frank Swin- 
nerton’s new book, to bed. 


—e 


THE SILENT PARTNER 
Sue: Of course, it’s always the woman 
who pays. 
He: Maybe so, but who is it that gives 
her the money to pay with? 

















“The Trombone howls out, ‘Them little dots ain’t notes! They’s punctuations.’ ” 


SKIPPY’S LETTERS 


Dear Sooky: 

I'm up at Grand- 
ma’s an every Friday night 
the band practices in the 
Town Hall, so tonight me 


by 
Perc) L. 
Crosby 


| 0° pants between us,” 
“If we get up on that there stage we'd | 


says the Piccolo. 


| look like a bed quilt.” 


an all the fellers went up. There’s about | 
fifteen in the band, an most of them was | 
there ceptin the big horn —he couldn’t| don’t see how they’re goin to reel off | 


come a somethin, I dunno. They pull | 
out the big long meetin benches to make 
a square around the stove. Pretty soon 
everybody gets tootin up ready to bust | 
when the drummer beats for order. 
“There’s no head and there’s no tail 
to this band,” he says, “‘an there’s no 


mer, 


need for a leader whizzin up a brass cane. | 


So what one says we all say, or we don’t 
say. 

“Now what I got to say before the 
band is this. Next Friday night we can 
get hired out at Blazer Falls to play 
for the barn dance, they’re willing to give 
us a dollar apiece. Seems as how I'd like 
to hear what us has to say about this. 
Should we ought to go, or should we 
oughtn’t to?” 

“Well, I don’t know,” says the Pic- 
colo. “Seems as if we ain’t ready 
socials yet, cause we ain’t got uneeforms.” 

“Well,” says the drummer, “I looked 
into the uneeforms an | got wrote to by 
a band house, an I found out that red 
coats Ww ~~ sky rockets goin up the back 
seams is $14.00 apiece. Gold shoulder 
drippins is extra.’ 

“That’s all very well,” 


says the Pic- 
colo, 


“but we can’t play at a dance with- 
out pe ints.’ 


“Well, why can’t we get the coats?” 


says the Trombone, 
pants we got?” 
“Cause the band ain’t got a whole pair 


“an use these here 


for | 





“Don’t forget, there’s another thing,” 
says the Cornetster. ““They’s none of us 
here can play “The Green Mountain Vol- 
unteer’ nor “The Boston Fancy,’ an [| 


to ‘The Old Oaken Bucket.’ ” 

“Well, if they know their steps, it 
| doesn’t matter what music we peel off so | 
| long as tain’t too fast,” says the Drum- 
“some on us can always get some 
sort o’ time.” 

“Well, we’re here for practicin, 
the Piccolo, 
to play?” 

“Connecticut March,” 
bone. 

“That’s too good for Connecticut,’ 
says the Piccolo. 

“Well, no matter,” says the Drummer, 
“Jet’s go through it oncst, an if it is, 
it’s easy enough to change Connecticut 


” says 
“ain’t we? What are we goin 


says the Trom- 


for New Hampshire,” an before anybody | 


could get a sip of a horn, he starts rollin 
up the drum. 
The band is all sizes and ages, from | 


seven to seventy-five years old, an while | 


the drummer is clatterin away, they 
squeeze up their faces lookin for the 
notes. Pretty soon they all get to blowin 
away until the windows in the Hall be- 
gin to rattle. They get playin so loud that 
you can’t tell whether it’s flat or it’s 
music. Then up jumps the Trombone, 
swingin his horn like a hammer thrower, 
yellin himself purple in the face. The 
Trombone howls out, “Them little dots 
ain’t notes! They’s punctuations.” The 
Drummer only rattle-tattles the harder till 
it sounds like a pan o’ dishes rollin down 


|the stairs. When his arms gives out he 
listens to the Trombone. 

The Drummer is the oldest in the band 
an used to be a drummer in the Civil 
War. He says he never learned off’n 
notes, cause the only notes he ever got 
learned offa was cannon balls, an there 
was enough o’ them between the lines. 
One feller says he oughta get quainted 
with the little black eggs on the paper 
lines, but the Drummer sniffs it off an 
| says the little black eggs on the ends of 
| his drumsticks were good enough for the 
Civil War, an he guessed they'd have 
to do for the band. With that he busts 
out into a double roll an gives the band 
the tooth-suck. 


Affectionately sincere, 





EXPLANATION OF 

TERMS 

Especially Prepared for Those Who Never 
Read Broadway Columns 


BROADWAY 


SEALED 

| Phrail 

| Gay place. 
Canned heat. 
Mazda Lane 
Tall millinery 


. welded 

. . phemme 

whoopee soup emporium 
giggle water 

hardened artery 

limp mitt 


HW. F. M. 


A man who lives to be ninety 
years old has either never seen an auto- 
mobile or else he has seen them all be- 





fore they saw him. 
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Pursuant to the ex- | 


hortations of 
Honorable Calvin 





Coolidge, all good 
citizens will next Thursday give thanks 
for the many and great blessings this 
nation has received during the past year. 
Even those of 


dential elections can join whole-heartedly 
in the anthems, for we have as much in- 
terest as anyone else in the promised 
abolition of poverty. It is true that Mr. 
Hoover, more cautious than Republican 
orators who had less responsibility, has 
not guaranteed that this will be accom- 
plished in his administration; but he evi- 


the | 


Even Mr. Coolidge, for all his popularity 


among the electorate, has been less suc- | 


cessful in that line than was Mr. Hard- 
ing. If Mr. Hoover had been elected by 
a small majority he might have had to 


|choose between deferring to men whose 


policies he has denounced, and spending | 


half his administration fighting them. 
But having swept the country, he can 


| afford to tell the Kleagles and the Anti- 


us who were somewhat | 
distressed by the outcome of the presi- | 





dently thinks that he can do a good deal | 
to keep the wolf far away from the door, | 


and the great majority of the voters evi- 
dently agree with him. 

Another thing for which Mr. Hoover 
must be devoutly thankful, and for which 
those who opposed him can be more 


thankful, perhaps, than a good many of | make one thing fairly clear—we have | 
his supporters, is that since he was going | no political parties in this country. The | 


to win, he won so overwhelmingly. If 
he had scraped through by a narrow 
margin any and every one of the dis- 
similar elements that supported 
could have claimed credit for the victory; 
above all if he had owed his triumph 
to border and Southern states, the men 
who turned those states would have been 
exigent in their demand for recognition. 
What is more, Mr. Hoover would have 
been more dependent than he will be now 
on the Congressional votes which they 
control. Getting the President’s policies 
enacted into law by Congress is a diff- 
cult art, and one which some of our 
ablest and some of our most popular 
Presidents have been unable to master. 


him | 


| 
| 





Saloon League superintendents and the 
local Protestant Popes to go jump into 
the Potomac. 








Ld 





A Majority so tremendous opens itself | 
to practically any interpretation that the | 


interpreter may choose to put upon it. 
High Republican authorities, for example, 
have variously described it as “a triumph 
of reason over emotion” and “a victory 
of the home over the night club.” But 
three one-sided elections in a row, added 
to the breaking of the once solid South, 


city intellectuals and city laborers who 
generally supported Smith were the be- 


ginning of a genuine party based on | 


community of interest, and community, 
on the whole, of ideas; but there are not 
enough of them, as yet, to count for 
much in a national election. They have 
very little in common with Southern or 
Western farmers, as the defection of sev- 
eral Southern states and the collapse of 
Senator Norris’ appeal proved. Despite 
the American habit of worshiping words 
and regarding a descriptive term as an 
entity, it seems doubtful that the word 
“Democrat” will be powerful enough to 
maintain this unnatural alliance any 
longer. 


_nenem —e, 


The Republican party is more than 4 
word, if it is less than a party. Certain] 
the classic definition of a political part 
as a group of people who think alike 
about public affairs does not fit a party 
which includes wets and drys, radicals 
and conservatives, isolationists and co 
operators. Nor can that party be de. 
scribed as a mere mechanism for winning 
and holding office, when it enlists the su 
port of the great majority of people who 
have no aspirations toward public office 
at all. Republicanism, it would seem from 
the evidence of the past three elections, 
is not so much an organization or a body 
of doctrine as a state of mind, or more 
exactly an emotional attitude. It is one 
aspect of the consciousness of the ma- 
jority group of the American people. 

So tar as the evidence of this election 
indicates, this sentiment resembles a re- 
ligious faith rather than a_ political 
opinion; the country at large seems to 
| feel that the wise, the rich and the good 
belong on the whole in one camp, and 
that it would be impiety as well as un- 
wisdom not to associate one’s self with 
them. At all times except between June 
and November in presidential years Re- 
publicans fight violently among them- 
selves; but when the quadrennial great 
and solemn referendum comes about the 
Republican candidate, whoever he may be, 
gets the majority of the votes, no matter 
whether or not he has given any indi- 
cation of the policy he means to pursue, 
The Republican, then, is the typical 
American in one of his aspects; the op 
| position, now that the South is broken, 
consists essentially of people who dislike 
or distrust the dominant tendencies of the 
| country, who are not satisfied with the 
| way America is going, who think that 
certain things might be done better than 
we do them now. No wonder impas- 
sioned campaign speakers turned this 
campaign into a crusade; in a_ sense 
| deeper than any sectarian differences it 
was a religious issue, a referendum on 
the basic principles of American faith, 
morals, and respectability. Properly speak- 
ing, the American religion was at stake, 
| the things that the typical American feels, 
| however vaguely, about himself and his 
| relation to the universe. 





IF it is true, as 
prosperity comes 


zenerally believed, that 
0 and that prosperity 
is due to the innate virtue of a people 
and the magic power of the protective 





tariff, then there is no reason why the 





ns, 


in- 








CoacH: Now remember, boys—you’re going out to win for the honor of dear old Wotsis and 
the renewal of my contract. 











party should not dominate 
y indefinitely. It has happened | 
before Pv nations, this coalescence | 
of the most discordant elements into a 
» preponderant that it became 
ly the nation from another point 
The most notable instance was 
the rallying of the Romans around 
Augustus at the end of the Civil Wars. 
There, too, the issue was prosperity—pros- 
perity and peace. The empire which 
Augustus founded did bring peace and 
rity to the civilized world for two 
hundred years, and in all that time there 
was no opposition of any consequence. If 
Mr. Hoover has the skill and luck of 
Augustus the Republican party will con- 
tinue in power; or, to say the same thing 
in different words, the present national 
faith will remain unaltered. 
But if he fails to abolish poverty, the 
suspicion may spread that there has been 
a mistake somewhere. 


Republican 
the ce 


party 
practi 


or vie\ 


prospec 


Elmer Davis. 


|ship: Be 





—Life Lines— 


How to get the heavyweight champion- 
sure you're white, then go 
ahead. 

JL 


A popuLaR novelty is a motor 
siren which toots a few notes from 
“Reveille” on approaching a pedestrian. 
It seems that “Taps” would be more 
appropriate. 

JL 
**Removal of Chief of Police Davis and severe 
commendation of the Police Commission was 
recommended last night by the Welfare Com- 


mittee of the City Council.”’ 
—Los 


Angeles Times 
Tue Potice Commission may be thank- 
ful that it wasn’t damned with faint 
praise. 
JL 
Ir the first primitive beasts on 
earth had foreseen what was going to 


| happen, 
| anti-evolution laws, 





they might have passed some 
too. 


JL 


‘‘Mrs. G. B. Ehrman entertained the Sunday 
class at her home last Saturday. A de 
lightful evening was spent in games and 
tests and a lovely luncheon 
the guests had departed.’’ 
—Cadiz (Ohio) Dem 


On, well—the guests probably found 
some snacks in their own ice-boxes when 


they got home. 


school 
con 


was served after 


»crat-Sentinel 


JL 


One hundred per cent. American- 
ism—the American Mercury on_ the 
library table and True Stories in the bed- 


| room. 


+L 


“OFTEN MISSPELLED: spaghetti. FMEE 
fiNONU DHE? aannawy. Note the hetti.’’ 
—Doylestown (Pa.) Intelligencer 


aoo 


Aren’r they carrying this spelling reform 


| idea a bit too far? 











o” 


“How many rounds are we fightin’ tonight, Joe? 


let’s get goin’!” 


“Geeze! Only six—we better step on it, eh?” 
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LV IUIMA\GUE 


THE 
THEATRE 





A 
Lots More 


Tuere is one thing about 
the works of Harry Wag- 
Robert staff Gribble: they seldom 
Benchley bore you. They may drive 

you a little crazy, but they 
don’t bore you, because you never quite| 
know what is going to happen next. In 
Mr. Gribble’s nervous mind, anything | 
may happen—and usually does. 

His first success (d’estime), “March 
Hares,” was frankly mad and is one of | 
the delights among the memories which 
troop back across our seventy years in the 
theatre. His new drama, “Revolt,” has 
many of the mad earmarks of “March 
Hares,” except that it is serious. We know 
that it is serious because the chief char- 
acter commits suicide in the end. Other- 
wise we might not have been sure. 

For throughout “Revolt” there is a con- 
fusing change of signals just as the ball 
is about to be put into play. The char- 
acter is all crouched for comedy, when 
suddenly Mr. Gribble sends him around 
left end for a long speech about the Cru- 
ciixion. The audience on the opening 
night displayed a perhaps pardonable but 
quite ghastly tendency to scream with 
laughter at everything, owing in part to 
the fact that Mr. Gribble has the gift 
(probably distressing to him in this in- 
stance) of writing dialogue which auto- 
matically sounds amusing. It is only when 
you realize what the character has said 
that you ever realize that he wasn’t being 
funny. 


Most of Mr. Gribble’s ideas, too, may 
be taken either way. The child evange- 
list who had never been baptized because 
ot an early hydrophobia might well be 
either a comedy character or, as it turns 
out in “Revolt” and as played by Anita 
Fugazy, a really dramatic one. The young 
son of the minister speaks one minute in 
the light, bantering slang of an under- 
graduate and the next in the heavy, arti- 
ficial phrases of an undergraduate’s thesis. 
Miss Elizabeth Allen and Hugh Buckler 
alone are allowed to stick to their char- 
acters, and they do it very well indeed. 

If Mr. Gribble’s play fails it will be 


by 











because the public doesn’t know what to 


make of it, but there can be no doubt| 
that in Mr. Gribble’s mind there are mill-| 
ing about some very valuable materials 
for the theatre. 


THERE is no question what “Tin Pan} 


Alley” is about. It is about the same thing | 


that such plays have been about for many, 
many years. We were so certain what was 
going to happen to the young husband 
who got mixed up in the night-club gang | 
and the young wife who, though a chorus | 
girl and sorely tried, kept her honor in- 
tact under her sables that, the first time 
we saw it, we left before the big shooting 
scene in the last act rather than sit through 
the familiar Tenderloin dialogue. On go- 
ing back a second time to catch this scene, 
we found it the play’s one claim to dis- 
tinction, a cleverly worked-out situation 
having much the same elements of sus- 
pense as the exciting robbery scene in 
“Crime.” Otherwise, “Tin Pan Alley” is 
according to formula, with John Wray 
doing wonders with an oversupply of old 
slang and Miss Claudette Colbert and 
Norman Foster still looking for something 
as suitable to their talents as “The 
Barker.” 


En <2 





As we had seen only two characters in 
“Jealousy” and only three in “The Un- 
known Warrior,” the four who carried 
“Young Love” along seemed at first like 
a mob scene in “The Miracle,” but the 
feeling of stage-congestion soon wore off 
and we were able to enjoy the comedy. 
It is an easy comedy to enjoy if you 
don’t ask too much of an author in credi- 
bility. The cast, consisting of Dorothy 
Gish, James Rennie, Catherine Willard 
and Tom Douglas, accept the situation as 
being impossible and are quite delightful 
about it. The author, Samson Raphaelson, 
as soon as he gets through writing about 
saying “hello” to a Long Island sunrise, 
settles down to a light banter about sex 
and marriage in the order named and 
manages to work in several fresh lines 
on the subject. 

With all that is being said this 


season on the stage there is no sense 





in even implying that “Young Love” 


is daring. It is just a nice, clean little 
comedy about adultery which should dis- 
turb no one and ought to amuse a great 
many. 


THERE is a novelty about “These Few 
Ashes” which gives it quite a lead over 
the average light comedy, and a certain 
Continental deftness (although it was 
written by Leonard Ide without any 
adaptation from European sources) which 
makes its faults seem fairly unimportant. 
Besides that, it keeps Mr. Hugh Sinclair 
on-stage most of the time, which is a great 
help. When we saw Mr. Sinclair in last 
season’s revival of “Our Betters’’ we had 
an idea that, in his next play, he would 
have more to do, and he certainly has it 
in “These Few Ashes,” fortunately for 
“These Few Ashes.” 





Tere is no plot to speak of, simply 
three flashbacks on affairs indulged in by 
the gentleman whose ashes are supposed 
to be reposing in the urn on the table (we 
hope that by using the word “supposed” 
we have not given away the nub), but 
you could spend your evening in lots 
worse ways and probably often do. 


Mr. CHarces Hopkins has a rather irri- 
tating way of beginning to advertise his 
first fall production when his theatre closes 
in the spring. “The Unknown Warrior” 


|has been in lights over his doorway all 
|summer and even then was postponed 


from September to October and almost to 
November, much to the inconvenience of 
those of us who try to keep calendars up 
to date. When it finally came it didn’t 
run quite a week. In his next production 
we hope that Mr. Charles Hopkins will 
try to surprise us. 





The Confidential Guide to current plays 
will be found on page 24. 





CONFUSION OF TONGUES 
Frienp: I hate to have people read my 
newspaper over my shoulder in street 
cars, don’t you? 
New Yorker: Well, I never have any 
trouble that way—the paper I read is 
printed in English. 








“Runnin’! Nothin’ but runnin’ ya always is. What's they to 
“I got to do somethin’ when me underwear swings offa’ me 





Progress of Prohibition 
Enforcement 
A Cuicaco gangster employed by a beer 


syndicate uses a sawed-off shotgun to 
force customers of a saloon to drink his 
brand of beer, and Detroit commuters 
throw their dinner pails into the river 
when the tip is given that Prohibition 
agents are peeking into the buckets; a 


San Francisco Federal agent, appealing | 


against a conviction for soliciting a bribe, 


pleads that constantly drinking bootleg’ 


whiskey to obtain evidence has weakened 
his mind, and patrolmen of Toledo, Ohio, 
complain that while they were raiding a 
— a three-year-old boy threatened 
them with a club; a Chicago judge rules 
that saloon keepers are responsible for the 
quality of the liquor they sell, and raid- 
ers on Long Island bombard a speakeasy 
with tear gas bullets; an Omaha ex-dry 
raider marries the “Queen of the Ne- 
braska Bootleggers,” whom he met while 





release from Leavenworth prison, where 

e had been sent for liquor selling; a 
clergyman asserts, “With few exceptions 
all the criminals, bootleggers and human 
wrecks are opposed to Prohibition,” and a 
salesman selling flavor extracts to boot- 
leggers writes to the New York Times 
that many of his customers showed him 
ithe canceled checks of their donations to 
the Anti-Saloon League. 

W. W. Scott. 





Change of Heart 


I am so sick of college men 
Who, with a borrowed five or ten, 
And twenty pints of rotten gin, 
Set out for a big night of sin; 
Set out to paint the town a hue 
That Hook-and-Ladder Number Two 
Would hesitate to claim as red. 
|I hate the way these infants spread 
| Themselves about my favorite dive 


run about always?” 
like lace curtains.” 


I’ve heard before. They borrow smokes 

From everybody in the place 

| And say, “Too slow, speed up the pace.” 

And if you want to hear them crab, 

Refuse to kiss them in a cab! 

| They take me home with slippers worn 

|Completely out, and new dress torn. 

|Last spring I gave them all the gate. 

Since then I haven’t had a date 

With anyone collegiate. Now— 

Remorsefulness makes dark my brow. 

It’s fall and football’s here again— 

|I wish I knew some college men. 
Betty Crawford. 


THE INTRUDER 


“Sir, I want to speak to you about your 
| daughter.” 
“Thank goodness—I thought you were 


selling insurance.” 





| 
' 
| 





THE youtH who stowed away on 


the “Graf Zeppelin” turned out to be a 


raiding her saloon, the ceremony being! And let the world know they're alive. | caddie, this being the first case in golfing 
performed a short time after the groom’s They call me “Babe” and tell me jokes! history of the bag carrying the boy. 
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A THOUGHT: 


"he world ts @ 
hoe place -but 
wrt of hu- 
bigger 
creation, 
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Weekly Periodical 


Family People 





WEATHER 
FORECAST: 


Partly Cloudy. 

















Franklin P. Adams, Editor. 














EDITORIAL 








We find it necessary to speak 
again a subject which is 
important to everybody in 
this nation. We refer to the 
practice, now sadly on the in- 
crease, of buying articles 
from the so-called mail order 
houses. The buyers tell us 
that they can buy certain 
things cheaper from these so- 
called mail order houses than 
they can buy them from our 
own local merchants. Well, it 
is not true about everything, 
and even if it is, what of it? 
There is more in life than 
the apparent saving of a few 
paltry pennies. 

When you need another 
school in your town, who 
builds When you need a 
street paved, who paves it? 
The answer to the latter query 
is Nobody. Most of the streets 
in all towns are in a terrible 
condition. W"_y? There is no 
money to pay for them. 
Why? Because too many 
people patronize the so-called 
mail order houses. 

Buy from home town 
merchants, especially adver- 
tisers, and watch your town 
grow. 








LOCAL NEWS 











MINNESOTA 


You can’t get ahead of our 
local fo in business, by heck! 
Atkinson's and Dayton’s recently 
advertised materials for sale 
brought over especially for them 
On the ‘‘Graf Zeppelin.”’ 


* Louis Piper, President of 


the Universal Aviation Corpora- 





tion, announces direct Minne- 
apolis-New York passenger plane 
connections. Planes will fly both 
ways (West to East, East to West) 
thereby maintaining the same aver- 
age density of population in the 
two cities as at present. 


um A quiet home wedding 
was celebrated last evening at the 
home rabbbjkab ccfzorrmj fnp r r 
expedition into Patagonia backed 
by the National Geographic So- 
ciety. 

***Watch the University of 


Minnesota football team in 1929!— 
Adtvt. 


Michael Fleming. 


NEW ENGLAND: 


Boytston Srreet has just 





been nicely resurfaced, so any time 


in the next few weeks will be an 
ideal time to put in new gas pipes, 
telephone conduits or something. 


***John Bantry is the pen 
name of Cliff Carberry, the editor 
of the Boston Post. Cliff uses the 
nom de plume so if an irate sub- 
scriber don’t like his stuff, he can 
say he fired John Bantry. 


«* Bill Wrigley of Chicago 
had an ad. in the local 
papers this week boosting his gum. 


***The Harvard student 
body is in New Haven this week- 
end for the Harvard-Yale game. 
Yale is offering odds of 20 to 15%, 
so the Harvard boys are betting 
their shirts. 


***The Roxbury fire dept. 
answered a still alarm last week. 
The still exploded, causing $50 
damage. The total loss was six 
gallons. 


***Bill Cunningham, who 
used to be an All-America guard 
at Dartmouth before he took up 
marriage, is now prouder of his 
one-year-old baby than he is of 
his gold football. And Doris thinks 
the baby is more wonderful just 
sucking its toes than Bill was block- 
ing punts against Cornell and Har- 
vard. Funny how things work out 
that way. 


***When 


one of 


“The 


Queen’s 


Husband’’ comes to Boston, watch | 


Home Lire give it a good notice. 
It is by the author of ‘‘The Road 
to Rome,’’ who knows a good New 


= Now 





when he 


England 
sees him. 


correspondent 


***Some of our little chaps 
are taking lessons in Indian lore 
and learning how to start forest 
fires without matches. 


Neal O'Hara. 


CALIFORNIA 


Tue Cacirornia Institute of 
Technology is getting the biggest 
telescope in the world. On clear 
days, it gives you a dandy view of 
one billion light years in all direc- 
uons. 


«* Miss Marion Davies got 
quite a write-up in the L. A. 
Examiner on her recent return from 
Eur. 


***The All-Year Club of So. 


Cal. has got up a neat booklet tell- 
ing the charms of this section. We 
can get one sent free to any certi- 
fied subscriber to Home Lire. 


***Jean Hersholt’s banana 
tree is bearing this season, it pro- 
ducing a nice crop of bananas. 


***William J. Locke is here 
from Merrie Eng. Like most visi- 
tors, he seemed kind of disap- 
pointed to find Hollywood just one 
big, clean, wholesome, happy fam- 
ily. 


is about the time 
when we like to point out that the 
long delay between election and in- 
auguration was all right in the days 
when the winner had to make the 
trip to the capital via horse, but 
not any more. 


Wm. ]. Pringle, Jr. 


MICHIGAN 


Mr. anp Mrs. Art Marscn- 
NER are the proud father and 
mother respectively of a seven- 
pound baby boy. Art was passing 
out some cigars that he had taken 
the bands off of, but several fav- 
ored ones thought they tasted like 
expensive 10-centers. 


«* Julius Rolshoven, one of 
our famous painters, had a_pic- 
ture of his on the cover of the 
Literary Digest. The writer also 
appeared in that magazine not long 
since, he being the ‘‘1'’ of those 
94,051 who assisted in the straw 
vote from this state. 
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u* The jitneys which were 
ordered off the streets of Detroit 
by a city ordinance six years ago, 
are going to get right off, and no 
monkey business, Clarence Wilcox, 
corporation counsel, promises. 





***Among the women whom 


we are proud to say are taking a 
prominent part in affairs is Mrs. 
Chas. E. Hyde, new chairman of 
the Flying Paper Nuisance Commit- 
tee of the Civic Pride Association 
of Greater Detroit. 


***Benny Friedman who cap- 
tains the Detroit professionali foot- 
ball team and plays the stellar réle 
has sure been making the other 
teams look like they had lost their 
happy home. 


***FEd Gist, the barber, is 


packing his safety razor soon and 
starting on his annual golf vaca- 
tion in the South. Ed can trim 
most golfers neatly, and that 
doesn’t mean only in the chair, 


either. 
Elmer C. Adams. 


COLORADO 


THe Grim Reaper is with 
us again this month, also the Stork. 


“~~ Incomplete returns point 
to the election of our civic bene- 


Pres. 
Rex is 


factor Rex Yeager as Vice 
of The Campfire Girls. 


100%, 


***Sam Freed has quit smok- 
ing. 

***Leave Home Lire design, 
print and mail your Christmas 
cards. Lists furnished. You don't 
even have to read proof. 


***No sign of Halley’s comet 


at this writing. 


«* In the egg laying contest 
between Fred Hart and Allen True 
we are betting on Fred as we have 
often pointed out the superiority of 
the black minorca for late fall 
work, 


***Answer to last week's 
Rebus: ‘“Twenty-three Skidoo!"’ 
***Robert Slack, our leading 


impresario, has not announced if 
the Chicago Opera will come this 
winter. 


***There’s a certain party 
in this town that—well, it’s lucky 





20 


L i 


FE 





for him that it’s press time. Watch 
your step! That's all we're saying 
at this writing. 


Thomas Hornsby Ferril. 


OHIO 


SEASONAL weather is being 
generally experienced in this vicin- 
ity. 


* Money is high, hereabouts, 
on a/c of many of our citizens hav- 
ing to obtain it hurriedly for the 
settling of election bets, the results 
having been unexpected to many. 


*** Almost all of our “intel- 
ligentsia,’’ as the phrase hath it, 
are reading and talking about ‘‘The 
Book of Rabelais’? which was writ- 
ten by an Akron boy, Jake Falstaff. 
Most of us are in on the secret 
that ‘‘Jake’s’’ real name is Herman 
Fetzer and that he is no relation 
to the stage character of the former 
name. 


***Mr. and Mrs. Francis E. 
Drury, of New York and Augusta 
(Ga.) but formerly of Cleveland, 
were shaking hands with old 
friends for a couple of weeks lately, 
and took occasion to visit a per- 
formance at the Francis E.- Drury 
Theater, as the larger auditorium 
at the Playhouse is fittingly entitled. 


ux “Lady Audley’s Secret,” a 
sterling drama founded on Miss 
Braddon’s popular novel of the 
same name, is expected to draw 
immense crowds to the Charles S. 
Brooks Theater where it will be 
presented by ‘‘local talent,’’ next 
week. Don't fail to the in- 
human murder, the realistic con- 
flagration, the funny drunkard, the 
dances by the villagers, and the 
famous mad scene in the last act. 
Admission by invitation only.— 
Advt. 


see 


***Y our correspondent is | 
official ‘‘press agent’’ of ‘‘Lady 
Audley’s Secret.”’ 


Ted Robinson. 


CANADA 


Proor that the days when 
men were men are disappearing 
with the buffalo and that this 
machine age is softening our fibers 
is found in the fact that when 
Editor Napier Moore of our Na- 
tional Magazine wanted the Wind- 
sor-Detroit bootlegging situation 
investigated and written up he had 
to get Expert Fred Edwards of 
M't’l to do it for him. In the case 
of Home Lire, however, we retain 
the old-fashioned practice of not 
asking our toilers to go places 
where we wouldn't go ourselves, a 
policy which is peculiarly apropos 
of our views on the bootlegging 
industry. 


mm Your traveling meroe th 
did not get to Ottawa for the 


es- 





tivities surrounding the person of 
g pe 





Prime Minister Bill King on his 
return from Eur. Having been in 
the national capital two days be- 
fore, however, we can testify to 
the fact that there was plenty of 
room for visitors in town. 


***Hockey again holds sway 
in the land and a lot of good young 
Canadians are now back in the 
Etats Unis for the winter provid- 
ing the human exponents for Uncle 
Sam's popular winter pastime. 


***Irvin S. Cobb of N. Y. 


was a recent visitor to the foothills 
country where he spent happy days 
bending the backs of Frazier Hunt's 
best saddle horses. 


u~ Some day, maybe, poli- 
ticians will rewrite that swell gag 
about ‘‘three thousand miles of 
boundary and not a shot fired’’ to 
read ‘‘and not a bottle seized’’ and 
then, say we, the millennium will 
be hard on these weary heels. 


Leslie Roberts. 


TEXAS 
Jack Crark, leading director 
of boys’ activities in our fair city, 
is still explaining to indignant tele- 
phoners that he had nothing to do 
with directing boys’ activities Hal- 
loween. 


***Word comes “Just from 
Georgia’ that Frank L. Stanton’s 
little girl Marcelle Megahee has a 
little girl, born on her wedding 
anniversary and named Marcelle 
Stanton Megahee. Columnists all 
over the country who loved the 
Southern poet are thinking of giv- 
ing his little girl’s little girl a col- 





umn shower of things to paste in 
her scrap-book. Nothing like 
‘*Marcelle, long may she-wave’’ 
tolerated. Ye scribe wishes the 
happy parents many happy returns. 


«* Vandaveer, Browne & Stoy 
tried to get into Home Lire by 
telling ye scribe they were going to 
build a sidewalk in front of their 
building material place, and then 
they didn’t put down anything but 
gravel. They'll have to do better 
than that to make this column. 


Judd Mortimer Lewis. 


ILLINOIS 


O’coats were O. K. yester- 
day, including ye ed’s, which was 


also C.O.D. 


***When we took John Nor- 
ton, whose undraped murals in the 
Norton Room at The Tavern are 
the art-talk of the town, to see a 
music show and asked him what 
he thought of today’s cuticle dis- 
play compared to the silks and 
linens of yesterday, Honest John 
said there was no comparison with 
the old days when making love to 
a girl was like eating an artichoke. 


w~ We saw two spirited 
horses hitched to a bright red 
buggy on the 42 road last week, 
and somehow they didn’t look any 
more old-fashioned than Mrs. 
Rockefeller McCormick’s two-story, 
pre-war, R.-R. limousine. 


***Phil R. Davis, the Loop 
theaters’ pop. divorce lawyer, is 
spare-timing a dramatization of Jim 
Tully’s ‘‘Shanty Irish,’’ most of 








SUN., Nov. 25th —LORD'S 


MON., Nov. 26th — a 


of the moon. 


SAT., Dec. Ist shopping sets 
face on Jan. 


The Week 


DAY. 
busy removing discarded programs, unfinished sand- 
wiches, crumpled lily cups, empties, etc., from cars 
of football specials. 


Macadam, father of our highways, died, 


7 "41, —Horace, Roman poet, died, 8 B.C. Those who get 
TUES.,.Nov. 27th up early enough today will witness a total eclipse 


WED., Nov. Wth —Washington Irving died, 1859. 
THU.. Nov. 29th —THANKSGIVING DAY. Penn vs. Cornell, Ala- 


bama vs. Georgia, Colgate vs. Brown, Columbia vs. 
Syracuse, Pittsburgh vs. Penn State, So. California 
vs. Oregon, Vanderbilt vs. ; 
vs. Oregon Aggies. 


FRI., Nov. 30th —This is ARBOR DAY in Porto Rico. 


If you don’t pay those bills now, before Xmas 
in, just think what you'll have to 
Ist, 


Workers in R. R. yards kept 


Sewanee, N. 


1929! 























i 
es, 


Phil’s work said to consist of put- 
ting in damns and rough situations 
the author. overlooked. 


***Hearing that the talkies 
had greatly advanced, we let our 
foremost eXx-movie critic, Johnnie 
Joseph, lure us to ‘‘Mother Knows 
Best."’ Well, notwithstanding the 
good work of our fay. celluloid 
matron, Louise Dresser, ye ed re- 
luctantly confesses that it all 
_— pretty Mid-Victrolian to ye 
ed. 


u* The Opera is now in ful] 
pop, we hear. And ‘‘we hear” js 
right. In fact, as we write in our 
sanctum in the Congress the new 
opera hats across the street in the 
Auditorium are plainly audible, 


Ashton Stevens. 


NEW YORK 
Lots of December weddings 


are in what John Toohey used t 
call the offing, and lots of pro- 
spective ushers are all agog ex- 
pecting cuff buttons, etc. 


*** Alex. P. Moore was Am- 
bassador to Spain and then he 
came back and bought the N. Y, 
Mirror saying things about the 
future of tabloid journalism being 
his belief. Then he became Ambas- 
sador to Peru and sold the Mirror, 
but whether on acc. or in spite of 
his belief in the future of tabloid 
journalism he did not tell us, 


***Don Marquis and family 
have gone out to the Pacific Coast 
for a while. Dorothy Parker and 
Sidney Howard have also gone, 
though on separate trains. 


***Gil Gabriel has accepted 


a position with W. R. Hearst. 


u* Byron T. Gifford whose 
father Geo. P. Gifford used to run 
Gifford’s Hotel on Oconomowoc 
Lake, Wis., where Geo. W. Peck 
author of ‘‘Peck’s Bad Boy” and 
ye ed. used to spend the summers 
35 yrs. ago is in the financial busi- 
ness in Chicago. 


***Sing hey for the mince 
pie and sing hay for the turkey 
which is what the white meat 
tastes like. 


***Nov. 29 is Thanksgiving 
as exclusively predicted by Home 
Lire. 


***Sally James Farnham the 
gifted sculptress of here and Og: 
densburg, N. Y., had a birthday 
this week. M. h. r., Mrs. F., 3 
how we feel about it. 


u~ Mr. Zeppo Marx is $0 
puffed up over the notice taken ol 
him by Mr. S. J. Ervine, a dra 
matic critic on a morning news 
paper, that it takes an cleven-soot 
pole to touch him. 


F. P. A. 











“Please let me finish the game, Doc—I gotta make the All-American—so’s I can indorse 


Philosophy 
“SHINE "em dark, Gus.” 
“O. K.. boss.” 


, 


“How’s business?’ 

“Heza not so bad not so good.” 

“You can’t kick, eh?” 

“Sure, always canna keeck but whatsa 
diff? Keeck lika anyt’ing don’t make 
mora peopla getta shoe shine. Keeck da 
weath’, rain come anyway.” 

“I guess you must work pretty hard 
at that, Gus.” 

“Sure worka hard. Keepa fella outta 


Lucky Strikes.” 


| trouble—no time for chase women an’ 
| drinka bumma hootch.” 
“What do you do with all your 
| money? 
“My meesus she taka an’ putaway in 
| bank. Getta reech. Some day stoppa shoe 
shine—jus’ sitta ’roun’—sleepa alla time.” 
“You'd get tired of doing that.” 
“Maybe yes, maybe no. When I get 
seecka jus’ sitta ’roun,’ I go out an’ make 
some oth’ fella gimme shoe shine... . . 
| Wanna put in newa laces, boss?” 


Robert Lord. 


ACCOUNTED FOR 

“Last year our town had a popula 
tion of only three hundred and twenty- 
five souls. This year we have approx- 
imately two thousand.” 

“Discover oil?” 

“No, we have a € 
now.” 


mber of Commerce 


DON’T PRESS NOW, DOC! 
“Here,” said the famous surgeon as he 
prepared to lift the prizefighter’s ap- 
pendix, “is where I slice into the rough.” 
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monotonous. A word should be said, how- 
ever, for one delightful episode wherein a 


| Frenchman wanders into the Ritz by mis- 


| here?” 


take and asks for a glass of Vichy, thereby 
causing one of the American habitués to 
ask, “What’s that foreigner doing in 
And another word should cer- 


| tainly be said for the superb performance 


| by John T. 


“Dry Martini” 


Tuere have been plenty of 
novels and_ short _ stories 
about those American ex- 
patriates who inhabit the 
Ritz bar in Paris; in “Dry 
Martini” an effort is made to immortalize 
these odd people on the screen. 

It is not an entirely successful attempt. 
The director, Harry D’Arrast, has been 
able to think up a great many amusing 
ideas, but he hasn’t been able to see 
them through. Though his story starts 
out with high promise, it accumulates 
minor disappointments as it goes along 
and these ultimately much 
of a burden for the slender farce to carry. 

Most of the action in “Dry Martini” 
is of the elbow-bending variety. Indeed, 
the picture itself 
parade of drinks across the Ritz bar, and 
the sight of so much liquor gets to be 


by 
R. E. 
Sherwood 


become too 


resolves into a big 





Dillon as Frank, the bar- 


tender. 


| Because everything that has to do with 


Paris must necessarily be a trifle raw, 
there is a heavy element of double-en- 


tendre in ““Dry Martini’—and some of it 


isn’t so darned double, either. 


“The Wedding March” 


Ir would seem to be unfair to blame Erich 
von Stroheim for the gross and lament- 
able faults in “The Wedding March,” 
because only a fraction of the picture that 
he produced is being shown to the public. 

I have an idea, however, that 
blemishes evident in this abbreviated ver- 
sion would be just as evident in the 
complete, twenty-five-reel edition; they 
might conceivably be even more so. For 
it so happens that all the absurdities in 
“The Wedding March” are typical of 
the man who has in the past demon- 
strated a tendency to be a genius at one 
moment and an utter nit-wit at the next; 





“Come on out, you big coward, and fight like a man!” 


the 








| 


Tue Tatroorp MAN 

| Fat Lapy (to Living Skeleton): Say, pro- 

fessor, would you loan him to me when you 
get through reading him? 





he presents scenes of pictorial magnif- 
}cence in “The Wedding March,” and 
'then ruins them with the injection of 
| drivel—just as he did in ‘Foolish Wives.” 

Mr. von Stroheim appears in_ person 
in “The Wedding March,” his rdle, of 
course, being that of a villainous aristo 
crat who works his wicked will on a pure 
girl of the lower classes and then is 
forced into loveless marriage with a 
cripple. It is not what is known as a 
charming story, nor is it exactly an orig- 
inal one. 

There can be no question that it is well 
played, by Mr. von Stroheim himself, Fay 
Wray and ZaSu Pitts, and by the hordes 
of strange extras that are always a vital 
part of every von Stroheim picture. 





A Confidential Guide to current movies 
will be found on page 24. 





EASIER 


Brown: How does Smith manage to 
keep up the payments on such an ¢& 
pensive car? 

Jones: By the new easy-payment system 
of paying for each installment on the 
installment plan. 





An Englishman’s house is his 
castle; an American’s is raided. 
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READING MATTERS 


Ir, as has been said, the re- 
cent election was a lesson in 
geography for denizens of New 

‘ _ York, then “Broadway Racket- 
Githens eers” (Liveright), by John 
O'Connor, is a lesson in big town topog- 
raphy for the outlanders. 

To most natives of Manhattan and to 
out-of-town correspondents of Prof. Win- 
chell, this inside story of the more suc- 
cessful metropolitan rackets comes as 
something less than a complete surprise. 
Many of these methods of separating the 
sucker from his money have received in- 
dividual attention in the daily papers, 
sometimes as fiction features, but very 
often as actual news stories giving names, 
dates, and street corners. 

But never before have all the details 
of all the many clip-games beer gathered 
together in one place; never before have 
they received reportorial treatment from 
an expert—and John O’Connor of Variety 
and the Morning Telegraph has been 
climbing up and down the Main Stem 
for twenty-odd years. 

The low-down on “sheet passers,” 








“T want a ride in a Zeppelin—” 





“glim droppers,” “‘fire-proofers” and 
others of the nimble-witted gentry makes 
interesting reading. There is rich humor, 
too, in many of the incidents described. 
Consider “English Jack,” who had the 
look of a cop or a fireman. As “Captain 
Williams” of the New York Fire De- 
partment, he met with great success in 
shaking down business men who had com- 
mitted minor infractions of the fire laws. 
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First Susway Worker: We'd better duck, Pete. Here comes a train. 
Stoonn SuBway Worker: More interruptions—always interruptions. That’s the trouble 
with this job—a man can’t concentrate. 








When he fell ill with gall stones, he 
told the hospital authorities that he was a 
captain in the police department, and 
swore them to secrecy because he was “up 
for promotion” and knowledge of his ill 
ness would hurt his standing. “His secret 
was kept,” says O'Connor, “and the staff 
of the hospital probably believe to this 
day that when English Jack failed to re- 
spond to treatment following the opera- 
tion, the City of New York lost an hon- 
ored member of its police department.” 


Ir you are a fairly consistent reader—and 
I can think of no other reason for your 
being here today—you have a great mo- 
ment ahead of you in the pages of John 
Riddell’s “Meaning No Offense” (John 
Day). As a matter of fact, you have many 
great moments. Twenty, to be exact, or 
one great moment for each item in the 
table of contents. It is no secret (or it 
isn’t now) that John Riddell is Corey 
Ford, or, I should say, Corey Ford with 
a beard. : 

As Trader Riddell—of course you re- 
member the Trader—he stoeps through 
most of the big books of the past season. 
“The Bridge of San Thornton Wilder,” 
“Strange Interview,” and ‘Poems Ap- 
praised at Practically Nothing” are par- 


| ticularly juicy burlesque. 


A medal, please, tor Corey Ford, and 
a fig for those who are not convulsed by 
this collection of sarcasm and satire. 


The Confidential Guide to current 
books will be found on next page. 
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CONFIDENTIAL GUIDE 


The Theatre 


More or Less Serious 


Adapted from the 
with Katharine Cornell, 

Peters and others. Opens 
Nov. 26. 


Diamond Lil, Royale—The continued success of 
this Mae West melodrama depends on how long it is 
the smart thing to attend in slumming parties. 

Exceeding Small, Comedy—Two young people 
having a pretty tough time at the hands of Fate. 
Very well done and good for an evening's cry. 

Gods of the Lightning, Little—A stirring bit of 
drama salvaged from the Sacco-Vanzetti case. Should 
be made compulsory. 

The Grey Fox, Playhouse—Henry Hull as Machia- 
velli, with Chrystal Herne to bother him. A beautiful 
production of a pretty historical melodrama. 

Jarnegan, Longacre—A great deal of shouting and 
cursing incident to Richard Bennett's telling Holly- 
wood what he thinks of it. 

Jealousy, Maxine Elliott's—Fay Bainter and John 
Halliday doing a remarkable piece of work in carrying 
a whole play by themselves. 

The Living Corpse (or ‘‘Redemption"’), A mbassa- 
dor—Tolstoi’s play in German, directed by Max 
Reinhardt, with Alexander Moissi. One more week. 

Macbeth, Knickerbocker—With Florence Reed, 
Lyn Harding, William Farnum and others. To be 
reviewed later. 

Machinal, Plymouth—A moving tragedy of the 
woman who found herself in the electric chair because 
she disliked her husband sufficiently to kill him. 
One of the best things in town. 

Major Barbara, Guild—A revival of Shaw's play, 
with Dudley Digges, Winifred Lenihan and others. 
To be reviewed later. 

A Man with Red Hair, Garrick—The Walpole novel 
made into a drama of sadism. To be reviewed next 
week. 

Revolt, Vanderbili—Reviewed in this issue. 

The Royal Box, Belmont—With Walker Whiteside. 
To be reviewed later. 

The Sacred Flame, Henry Miller's—By Somerset 
Maughz am, with Clare Eames, Stanley Logan and 
others. To be reviewed later. 

The Squealer, Forrest— A melodrama of th 

Barbary a ast. To be reviewed next week. 

Strange Interlude, John Golden—Eugene O'Neill's 
lengthy clinic over a woman’s soul, with explanatory | 
asides. 

Sun-Up, Lucille LaVerne—This ran a long time 
when it was first produced. Miss L aVerne is now 
reviving it as her most successful réle 

These Days, Cort—To be reviewed ‘next week. 

Tin Pan Alley, Bilimore—Reviewed in this issue. 

Tonight at 12, Hudson—With Anne Shoemaker, 
Moffat Johnson and others. To be reviewed next 
week. 

The War Song, National—George Jessel pleasing 
his public as the boy who wasn’t crazy about going 
to war. 


Comedy and Things Like That 


Ritz—Janet Beecher and innumerable 
about Mother- 


rhe Age of Innocence, Em pire 
Edith Wharton novel, 
Arnold Korff, Rollo 





old 


Courage, 
children in a moderately good play 
hood. 

Crashing Through, Republic—Not one of the sea- 
son's important comedies. 

The Front Page, Times Square—A madhouse of a 
comedy-melodrama and a full evening’s entertain- 
ment. 

Gentlemen of the Press, Forty-Eighth St.—Good 
newspaper stuff, especially pleasurable to those who 
used to be newspaper men themselves. 

The High Road, Fulton—Edna Best, Herbert Mar- 
shall, Frederick Kerr and other excellent English 
actors in a comedy by Lonsdale which gets much 
better as it goes along. 

Hotbed, Klaw—To be reviewed next week. 

The Jealous Moon, Majestic—By and with Jane 
Cowl. Philip Merivale and Sir Guy Standing are 
also in it. To be reviewed later. 

Little Accident, Morosco—The subject of involun- 
tary parenthood treated with high good humor and 
excellent effect. Thomas Mitchell and Katherine 
Alexander head the cast. 

Mima, Belasco—Adapted from Molnar’s, ‘‘The 
Red Mill,”’ with Lenore Ulric, Sidney Blackmer and 
others. To be reviewed later. 

Mr. Moneypenny, Liberty—Modernistic morality 
Play. divulging the information that Money is a bad 
thing. 

Night Hostess, Martin Beck— Dirty work among 
the gamblers. 1 right if you aren't tired of seeing 
the inside of New York night-life. 

On Call, Waldorf—To be reviewed later. 





Paris, Music Box—What with Irene Bordoni and 
a good jazz _— playing Cole Porter’s music, you 
forget that the play isn’t much. 

Relations, Wallack's—Never mind this one. 

Skidding, Bayes—Very mild. 

These Few Ashes, Booth—Reviewed in this issue. 

This Thing Called Love, Bijou—Violet Heming in 
a comedy about marriage which has enough good 
points to get by. 

The Yellow Jacket, Coburn—The 
revival of the old favorite. 

Young Love, Masque—Reviewed in this issue. 


Coburns in a 


Eye and Ear Entertainment 


Animal Crackers, Forty-Fourth St.—The 
Brothers in another riot of clowning. 

Billie, Erlanger's—Polly Walker as the star of Mr. 
Cohan's current Cohan musical. 

Black Birds of 1928, Eltinge—By virtue of some 
excellent singing and dancing, this colored revue is 
still very near the top. 

Good Boy, Hammerstein’s—One of the shows you 
can take a chance on. Eddie Buzzell, Charles But- 
terworth, Helen Kane and others. 

Good News, Forty-Sixth St.—Over a year now. 

Hello Yourself, Casino—More college stuff, with 
Waring's “Pennsylv anians”’ to lend authority. 

Hold Everything, Broadhurst—Bert Lahr and Vic- 
tor Moore are comical and Ona Munson and Jack 
Whiting good on the singing and dancing. Ito- 
gether O. 

Luckee Girl, Sam H. Harris—Not much. 

The New Moon, Imperial—Good all-around musi- 
cal comedy, beautifully produced, with Evelyn Her- 
bert, Gus Shy and Robert Halliday. 

Rainbow, Gallo—Book by Laurence Stallings, 
music by Vincent Youmans, with Louise Brown, 
Charles Ruggles and Harlan Dixon. 

Rain or Shine, Cohan—The Joe Cook show you 
have heard so much about. 

Scandals of 1928, A pollo—Out of such a list as 
Harry Richman, Frances Williams, Willie Howard, 
Tom Patricola and Ann Pennington you ought to find 
a good evening's entertainment. 

Show Boat, Ziegfeld— Nothing much seems to affect 
the popularity of this Ziegfeld ace. Charles Win- 
ninger, Helen Morgan, Puck and White, Edna May 
Oliver, Jules Bledsoe and Norma Terris. 

This Year of Grace, Selwyn—Beatrice Lillie and 
Noel Coward in the latter’s show. To be reviewed 


Marx 


| next week. 


Three Cheers, Globe—Will Rogers makes this one 
something to be seen. 
The Three Musketeers, Lyric—Dennis King and 


| Lester Allen in what is getting to be an old favorite. 


Treasure Girl, Alvin—Gertrude Lawrence, Walter 
Catlett, Mary Hay, Clifton Webb and others, with 
Gershwin music. To be reviewed next week. 

Ups-a-Daisy, Shubert—Satisfactory entertainment, 
—_ Luella Gear, Marie Saxon, Buster West and 
others. 

Vanities of 1928, Earl Carroll—Plenty of comedy 
from W. C. Fields, Joe Frisco and a Ray D Dooley. 
Pretty rough in spots. 

White Lilacs, /olson—Genteel operetta based on 
the life of Chopin. Guy Robertson, Odette Myrtil 
and DeWolf Hopper. 

Whoopee, New Amsterdam—The Eddie Cantor 
show. pens November 26. 


Repertory and Laboratory 


Civic Repertory, Fourteenth St.—Eva_ Le Gallienne 
repeating her success of last year. Repertory in- 
cludes: “The Would-Be Gentleman,” “L’ Invitation 
au Voyage,” ‘‘Cradle Song,” “‘The Cherry Orchard.’ 

, The Dark Mirror, Cherry Lane—To be reviewed 
a 


ter. 
The Final Balance, Provincetown—To be reviewed 


later. 
Robert Benchley. 





The Movies 
Recent Developments 


The Home Towners, Warner Bros.—A George M- 
Cohan comedy, played by a good cast, with spoken 
dialogue all the way. It provides pleasant entertain- 
ment, but is inclined to drag. 

Varsity, Paramount—The somewhat sad story of a 
Princeton sophomore who drank too much, and of a 
whimsical old janitor who was, secretly, the boy’s 
father. Chester Conklin is fine but the talking se- 
quences are terrible. 





While the City Sleeps, Metro-Goldwyn—In this 
underworld melodrama (somewhat exciting, some. 
what dull) Lon Chaney appears for once on the side 
of law and order. 

The Mating Call, Paramount—Thomas Meighan js 
splendid as a war veteran who gets a raw deal from 
his sweetheart and from the Ku Klux KI in, 

Me, Gangster, Fox—Too much moralizing on the 
well-known wages of sin, with some extremely vig. 
orous direction by Raoul Waish. 

Our Dancing Daughters, Metro-Gold 
the big box-office smash of the season, thanks largely 
to the amazing and persistent popularity of sex. 

Four Devils, Fox—The lives of four orphans who 
turn out to be acrobats, told with Murnau’s ! 
brilliance, but too tritely and at too great | 

The Battle of the Sexes, United = t 
Haver as a relentless gold-digger, and Je: 
as the purveyor of the heavy sugar—an 
combination you couldn't hope to see. 

Excess Baggage, Metro-Goldwyn—Tt 
troubles of a small-time vaudeville tea: 
cellent performances by William Hair 
sephine Dunn. 

The Fleet’s In, Paramount—When th: 
of Uncle Sam's Navy go ashore, they 
for Clara Bow, and no wonder. 

Docks of New York, Paramounit—Fi 
raphy and good, rugged acting, but not 
story. 

Mother Knows Best, Fox—One M 
quence is enough to ruin this otherwis: 
picture of mother love at its worst. 

The Air Circus, Fox—There’s a Movietone se 
quence in this one, too, but it fits in nicely. 

The Camera-Man, Metro-Goldwyn— Buster Keaton 
is very funny and, at times, gexuinely 

Lilac Time, First National—lIn case 
the previous war pictures, here is a rehash of all of 
them, with Colleen Moore added for purposes of 
cuteness. 

The Glaging Fool, Warner Bros. and The Patriot, 
Paramount—On the ‘“‘must”’ list. 

The Wedding March, Parayount, and Dry Mar 
tini, Fox—Reviewed in this i issue. 


R. E. Sherwood. 
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Reading Matters 


Non-Fiction 


The Story of Gilbert and Sullivan, by Isaac Gold- 


berg. Simon & Schuster—An elaborate biography of 
the famous collaborators who did so much to rout 
Victorianism. A little too soggy for gen eral reading. 

Solitaire Bridge, by Samuel Mitchell. Sears—A 
system which makes it possible to i se money to 
yourself. We don't know enough about bridge to 
pass on it technically, but the book has a nice pencil 
attached. 

The Technique of the Love Affair, by A Gentle 
woman. Simon & Schuster—Perfumed by Corday. A 
serious, if sprightly, essay on a popular subject. 
Better than it sounds, though not_quite so good as 
it smells. 


Fiction 


Giant Killer, by Elmer Davis. John Day—David. 
King of Israel, stars in a successful effort to bring the 
spirit of Israel within modern understanding. 0 be 
reviewed next week. 

Orlando, by Virginia Woolf. Harcourt, Brace—A 
startling ‘ ‘biography”’ which covers four centuries, 
and carries its central character from one sex to the 
other, beginning with an Elizabethan n »bleman, and 
ending with a heroine on October 31, 1928. Tobe 
reviewed next week. 4 

Our Companionate Goldfish, by Don Hercid 
Doubleday, Doran—Funny stuff, illustrated wi 
funny pictures by the funny author. 


Recommended 


Innocent standing, by Frank Sullivan. .: 
Trails of the we nted, by James L. Clark . Death 
Near the River, by Monte Cooper an a by 
by Harold Lamb . . . Roamin’ in the Gloamif’ ie 
Sir Harry Lauder. . Harness, by A Healt 
Gibbs . . . The Queen’s Husband, by R. E. 5b 
wood . The House at Pooh Corner, wks 
Milne . . . The Twilight of the America 

Walter B. Pitkin... Spy and Counter-Spfy 0! 


(Continued on page 28) 








4 LATER DEVELOPMENT 


(A Frenct journalist complains that the world 
s now toc ull to make foreign travel interestin 


ema has taught the people of all 


wear the same kind of clothes.) 


t until the process spreads; 
your time, my boy! 
s that the tourist dreads 

turn to greater joy. 

movies may, I mean, 
ut to be your savior— 

their costume from the screen? 
hy not their behavior? 


of time they may 
wie hero’s knack 
from a trembling wire 


acquire 


ng 

. railway track; 

to treat a lofty wall 
Fairbanks with derision, 

1 custard pie with all 


lin’s deft precision. 


from trains 
eed on express routes, 


ple leap, unharmed, 
1 wings of aeroplanes, 
in parachutes, 
id cars without a spili 
uirie tracks or gravel, 
uld be entertainment still 
rn tours and travel. 
—Lucio, in 
The Manchester Guardian. 


of the South American republics 
now where it can buy a battleship. 
drug store, we'd say. 


New York Evening Post 
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‘Ten years off 
| your appearance 
seconds 


_ a little Fougére Royale Lotion on 
your face and in ten seconds you 
knock ten years off your appearance. It’s 
just as though you spent a heavy half hour 
with your favorite barber—minus the 
time and expense. Gone are the haggard 
lines of fatigue, the old papery feel of a 
sleep-parched skin, the dead sag of 
flabby, tired muscles. 


And in their stead a pick-up that soothes, 
cools and smooths with the tingling 
vigor of an icy needle shower. Facial 
muscles show they're alive. Wrinkles 
run to cover. Your whole outlook changes 
under its freshening, revivifying power. 


It’s styptic, too. Bleeding stops, nicks 
heal when Fougére Royale’s the doctor. 
Once you use it you forget that - forgot 
new biades for that scraping hoe—your 


itt Ro pyle 


oo Lhe’ Revejort 
ug" Sha ving L 
_Aier® 
having Lotion, 75¢ 


ream, 50c 


“Seve Sick, 75¢ 


a o%s 25 
e, ie, « 
Facial Soap, 50¢ 


Use it with its twin—Fougére Royale 
Shaving Cream. It’s as non-caustic and 
non-irritating as hand and brain can 
produce—a cool-headed referee between 
your beard and razor. Mildly perfumed 
with that great outdoor fragrance— 
Fougére Royale (Royal Fern)— it’s a fond 
—o to all smarting and after-shaving 
urn. 


Try both at our expense. Just mail the 
coupon below for generous samples of 
these HOUBIGANT philanthropies. 








HOUBIGANT, Inc., Dept. L-12 

539 West 45th Street, New York City 
You may send me without charge trial 
containers of Fougére Royale After- 
Shaving Lotion and Shaving Cream. 
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“‘Have you ever had a lesson by correspondence?”’ 








“‘Yes—I never write to women now.”’ 
—Lonpon CALLING. 
PEACE HATH HER VICTORIES 


THE MAIN topic of conversation in the beer inns 
of Munich recently has centered upon the specu- 
lation as to what the American patriots would 
have changed Lindbergh’s name to in 1917. 
—American Mercury. 


Smite: ‘‘As phony as the nicknames un- 
der the photos in a high school annual.”’ 
—Detroit News. 
Tuomas A. Epison is said to be at work 
perfecting a mechanical 
getting old.—New York Evening Post. 


stenographer. He is 













“John, have you a pocket-knife with you?’’ 
‘Certainly, sir.” 
“Well, just carve two little hearts transfixed by 
an arrow on this tree here.’’ 
—Der Wanre Jacos (BERLIN). 












“Aut Scissors aut Nullus” 


ANOTHER SKYLINE 


Travecers who return from Europe and are 
prompted to rave over sights and scenes that 
escaped their attention are earnestly urged to 
take a leaf from the guide book of James J. 
Walker, Mayor of New York. 

On his vacation abroad last year, having jour- 
neyed from Paris to Rome, he was asked what 
he thought of the Alps. 

“I didn’t notice them,’’ Jimmy is reported to 
have replied.—Panorama. 


JUST-SO STORY 


“TI was terrified..... There was the tiger crouch- 
ing, ready to bounce.’”—Short Story. 


THe prayrut fellow only wanted to have a 
game.—Humorist (London). 


Canpor in advertising, from the La Salle 
(Ill.) Post-Tribune: ‘If you think your cooking 








‘‘And would you believe it, eight months ago 
I couldn't play a note.”’ : 

—West Coaster (Los ANGELEs), 
‘‘THE sTUFF we made last week i 


bottle. What shall we label it?’’ 
** ‘Old Methuselah.’ *’ 











is bad, try ours.’’—Chicago Tribune. —Louisville Courier-Journal 
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**Ssk! Ssk, Rover! 





Go end fetch it!’’ 


—Le Monpe Cotoniar (Paris). 





LITERAL IZZY 


Littte Izzy is a funny 
And eccentric sort of waif; 
Swallowed all his sister's money— 
Said that he was playing safe. 
—Country Gentleman. 


WHITE ELEPHANTS 


‘‘FatHeEr,’’ said a small boy, ‘‘I was just read- 
ing in my picture book an interesting story about 
the scared white elephant of Siam.’’ 

“The what white elephant?’’ 

**Scared.’” 

**You mean ‘sacred,’ don’t you?”’ 

“Is that what it is? I thought it was scared be- 
cause it looks so pale in the picture.” 
—Youngstown Telegram. 


APPALLING effect of Book Row’s influence 
on our sedate Los Angeles merchants as ob- 
served in a tailor’s window on Sixth Street: 
‘‘Come In and Browse!”’ 

—West Coaster (Los Angeles). 


“Wantep—Occupant for private room with young 
married couple.”—Y. M. H. Journal. 


Jusr the place to live a life of your own. 
—New Yorker. 



























“Hey! You've no right to be beating your carpet 
after nine o’clock.”’ . 
‘But, officer, it’s not a carpet—it's my wife. 





—Le Rire (Paris). 
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BAD MANAGEMENT RULES 
4 sMALI , while walking on a railroad track, ALTHOUGH you can find out to a split second 
was ast ! when he saw that two fast freight what time it is by calling Meridian 1212, the 
train g on the same track were about to matter stops right there. A drowsy friend of ours, 
rast Much frightened, he took to a| waking from fitful dreams one morning last 
= bank, where he _ witnessed the | week. picked up his bed-phone to set himself 
nail r some officials, learning that there | straight. 
had e-witness to the wreck, found | ‘This is Meridian 1212,"’ said the grenadine 
im and asked ; voice. ‘‘It is ni-un and one-half minutes past 
What your thoughts at the time of the ten.”” 
as *“*But,’’ put in our friend quickly, ‘‘can you 
We the boy answered slowly, ‘‘I thought tell me what day this is?’’ 
r way to run a railroad.’ ‘I'm sorry,’ she said, ‘‘but we are not 
{merican Legion Monthly. allowed to give out that information.’’ At ex- 


actly ten minutes past ten he slumped back 


In a Pinch, use ALLEN’S FOOT-EASE 





under the covers and went to sleep again. 
—New Yorker 








HIT AN’ RUN For busy men and women—Abbott’s Bitters, a de 
. . , lightful tonic and invigorator Sample by mail, 25 cts. 
“It's a t, boys," murmured the badly bat- Cc. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md 
tered foot lineman as his team-mates lifted - — 
him ge I didn’t get a good look at the LAND-MINDED 
muy that | it, but I took his number.’’ 


I ! I h Bowl I NEVER sailed a Zeppelin, 
‘ennsylvania Pune s0Wwl. , 
sai ene A silv’ry light or dark one; 


But, with or without any fin, 





I'd rather sail than park one. 














“Mrs. ( Wellington went to Des Moines : id > . ’ ait Mike » 
Tuesday brought her husband back.” “What is Esperanto? ; —Rochester Democrat and Chronicle. 
Mercyville (la.) Banner. ‘‘Don’t you know? It’s the universal language."’ ee 
eee a “‘Whereabouts is it spoken?’’ ’ ; ; 
CHEER aga lellows ere s another of us! “‘Nowhere.’’ SIGHTED in rural New England—a wayside 
- -Buffalo Court r-Express. —GuTIERREZ (Maprip). sign: **Ye Olde Freshe | ggs.' Detroit News 
Lis shed every Friday, simultaneously in the United States, addressed envelope. Lire does not hold itself responsible for the loss or 
Great B n, Canada and British Possessions. Title registered in U. S. non-return of unsolicited contributions. 
Pater ) eR 
The t ind illustrations in Lire are copyrighted. For Reprint Rights ‘ . : 
apply to Lire, Rolls Mm , cell Buildenos, Fetter Notice of change of address should reach this office two weeks prior 


I E. C.; England. The foreign trade s li f ’ to the date of issue to be affected. All communications should be 
London ( . Rolls Mamta, Become Sellen, Laslen’ ro —_— addressed to LIFE, 598 Madison Avenue, New York. 


ns will be returned unless accompanied by stamped and Yearly Subscription Rate, $5.00 (Canadian, $5.80; Foreign, $6.60). 





Teeth may be flashing white 


STILL : - 
Pyorrhea attacks 4 out of 5 


So long as you neglect to combat dread Pyorrhea, 
health is jeopardized. 

This grim foe which ignores the teeth and attacks the 
gums robs 4 out of 5 after forty and thousands younger. 

Take this precaution: See your dentist every six months. 
And start using Forhan’s for the Gums, today. 

As a dentifrice alone, you would prefer it. Without the 
use of harsh abrasives, it helps to keep teeth clean and 
restore their natural whiteness. Also it protects them 
against acids which cause decay. 

But Forhan’s is more than an ordinary dentifrice. If 
used regularly and in time, it helps to firm gums and 
keeps them sound and healthy. And Pyorrhea seldom 
attacks healthy gums. 

Get a tube of Forhan’s today! Use this dentifrice every 
morning and night. Massage your gums daily with it, 
following directions in booklet that comes with tube. 
This good habit is health insurance. Two sizes— 
35c and 60c. Formula of R. J. Forhan, D. D. S. Forhan 
Company, New York 


Forhan's for the gums 


YOUR TEETH ARB ONLY AS HEALTHY AS YOUR GUMS 
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ra? gg HOES | Confidential Guide 
| (Continued from page 24) 
Richard Wilmer Rowan . . . Destiny Bay, by Donn 
oO Byrne . . . Murder, by Evelyn Johnson and Gretta 
Palmer . . . Squad, by James B. Wharton... 20 
Hrs. 40 Min.—Our Fiight in the ‘‘Friendship,” by 


| Amelia Earhart . . . Frobisher, by William McFee 
. . The Perfect Ship, by Weston Martyr. 


FRAGRANCE. Per) Gin : : 


Song and Dance 
Sheet Music 


My Treasures. Harms—Perhaps it was inevitable 
| that Rube Gol ldberg's rhyming penchant in his car- 
toon doggerels would inspire him to Tin Pan Alley 
lyric writing. Rube has gone and did it, with Lewis 
E. Gensler, producer-composer of ‘‘Ups-a-Daisy,” 

| a Broad\ way musical comedy, as his writing partner. 
| Incidentz illy, the famous cartoonist backed his com- 
| poser- -collaborator with heavy wampum to make 
possible the ‘‘Ups-a-Daisy” production. “My a 
Treasures” is a hich- grade fox-trot song, although 
them atically of the “Bouquet of Memories” and 
Among My Souvenirs” school. 
| My Blackbirds Are Bluebirds Now. Feist—Opti- 
| mism in the argot of the aviary. 

She’s a Home Girl. DeSylva-Brown- Henderson 
Written and published by DeSylva, Brown and Hen- 

| derson, this novelty doggerel evidences the genius of 
Lew Brown's contribution to the song. This member 

| of the triumvirate rates as perhaps the greatest con- 

| temporary novelty lyrist extant. 

| Lady of Love. Fox—Delightful, simple waltz 

| ballad. 

Up in the Sky with You. Shapiro-Bernstein—A 
novelty waltz song in the ultra-modern idiom of “‘air- 

| minded” America. : red 
Waiting and Dreaming. Remick—Ple asant fox- 
| trot ballad, not to be confused with yesteryear’s wist- 
fully charming waltz song, “Drifting and Dreaming.’ | 


Records 


Doin’ the Raccoon and It Goes Like This. Victor 
| 21701—Two crack jazz maestros, George Olsen and | 
| Johnny Johnson, dispense brisk foxtrotology. The | ter 
| first, in its lyric discourse in the vocal refrain, dwells | , 
on the furry influence on undergraduate antics, 

rather timely in these football days. As dance 

numbers, both score touchdowns on the gridiron i 
song. 

Just Another Night and My Sorority Sweetheart. 
Columbia 1562—Paul Ash and his bandsmen punc- | 
tuate these refreshing waltzes with vocal choruses. 
The “sorority” number, as a sister song to “‘ Doin’ the | 

i 
| 
} 
| 
| 
} 
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Raccoon,” will intrigue the younger steppers. 
Chiquita and Valse. Brunswick 15187—It's no 
particular trade secret that ‘‘standard” recordings 
have fallen off in sales, what with jazz, the radio, 
Moran and Mz ack disk dialogues, etc., to divert the 
interest, and even those by stellar ope ‘ratic and con- 
| cert artists have suffered. For this reason, as evi- 
denced on thi is disk, more and more artists are heing 
assigned selections by the contemporary songsmiths | ‘ 
rather than the masters. Here, Mz AX Rosen has made | No other tobacco is sO caretully packed— 
a happy compromise by coupling ‘ ‘Chiquita” with| , ae = 
the facinating Chopin Valse, Op. 64, No. 2, which} 1n heavy gold foil and then in tins—to 


Bronislaw Huberman, himself a violin virtuoso, has | = Z - 5 
— ee Se Both are delightfully preserve its delightful flavor. Every pipe- 
Angela Mia and If You Don’t Love Me. Columbia| ful is in perfect smoking condition, right 
down to the bottom of the tin. 
ir LIMITED OFFER 


1566—Emil Velazco is the Jesse Crawford of the | 
(for the United States only) 





A PIPE is all right in a closed car, but— 
be sure it’s properly loaded. Sir 
Walter’s favorite smoking mixture is ex- 


ceptionally mi/d. Its fragrance is welcome. 


Ry 


Columbia disks. His pipe organ go tions of 
this popular song couplet records clean pone clear. 
Don’t Mess Around with Me and Jubilee Stomp. 
Brunswick 4044—List this among the best steppers, | 
for there is nothing more dance-inspiring than native | 











indigo jazzique. The Hotsy Totsy Gang and the If your favorite tobacconist does not carry Sir 
W ashingtonians, headed by Duke Ellington, Harlem's | leich i Ladd 
vn dusky Whiteman, are the dance purv eyors—and | Walter Ra eigh, send us his name and adaress. 
how ; 1, we'll be delighted 
That Old Sweetheart of Mine and If I Lost You. In return for this COE, yi MI * % 's ; 
Victor 21689—Not only film theme sorgs are popular | to send you without charge a full-size tin of this 
waltzes, and this couplet by Don Bestor's and Jean} |} U ° ° 
| Goldkette’s orchestras introduces Midwestern waltz | milder pipe mixture. 
| favorites. Intricate syncopated figures by muted “He . rp. . 
trumpets; alto saxes, a peppery piano and sonorous Dept. X, Brown & Williamson Tobacco Co P 
strings are featured in the skilfully contrived orches- Winston-Salem, N. em T 
ww trations. mo’ 
, Abel Green. SBWSS it 
rg Bs jus' 
P ret 
SILVER. POPPIES. .  p_________+. SLEEP, BABY, SLEEP Tub 
. ; \Smmenttitieke ; 2 , : a 3 : . B 
rs. ; : | | ‘Now, kiddies,’’ said the children’s hour an- wil 
ft ease nouncer as he prepared to sign off, ‘‘that is will 


the end of the story of the big brown bear eve 
that ate up poor little Pansy’s mother and mu 
Y 


father and chased her through the woods for 





hours and hours. Tomorrow at this tme I will Who discovered how good a pipe can be bn 
tell you about Bob and Betty and the exciting # dre 
| time they had out West when the Indians at- It’s milder Y 
tacked their settlement. Off to bed, all of you, and 
and may you have sweet rest and pleasant tal 





“eS ere 2 dreams.’’—Saturday Evening Post. 
© Roger & Gallet, 1928 








MERCANTILE FRANKNESS 


ent in an Indianapolis Newspaper) 





s1 about the merchandise in this sale: 
ece Dinette Suite; refectory table, red 
rs, buffet and cabinet. A bit of Spain; 
hot subjects, but it is growing cold 
is. Yours for $131. 

fahogany Finished Magazine Carrier. 
ks like a poultry feeder, but it’s 


land Decorated Magazine Carrier. If 
ive any magazines, use it for kind- 

ap at $3.25. 

Mahogany Finished Fernery. An eye- 
You take it and look at it for $5.95. 
e Decorated Fernery. This was made 
it it has been planted here too long. 

$9.25. 
| Cage and Stand. Bought to hold 
t any bird can have it for $9.85. 
{1 Walnut Console Table with Mir- 
ep it any longer we shall have to 
antique. $19.85. 
Chicago Daily News. 
REVIVED 
yt of bump on your chest,”’ said 
ausing in his measurements, ‘‘but 
the clothing so that you will not 
ump is there.”’ 
you will,’’ sighed the customer. 
pocketbook in my inside pocket.”’ 
—Milwaukee Sentinel. 


DON magistrate has reminded a de- 
the motorist is not entitled to the 
the road. But all that the average 
s to want is the bit in front. 
—Punch. 
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DANDRUFF that mirror 


A Sure Way to End It the moods of genius 


There is one sure way that never fails to re- 
move dandruff completely, and that is to dissolve 
it. Then you destroy it entirely. To do this, Wuat finesse in artistry these new There are a dozen or more such Doug- 
just apply a little Liquid Arvon at night before Douglasses show! Slim Silhouettes, this lass Lighters— automatic in action, of 





retiring; use enough to moisten the scalp and 
tub it in gently with the finger tips. 

By morning, most, if not all, of your dandruff 
Willbe gone, and two or three more applications ‘ a x . 
will completely dissolve and entirely destroy In sterling, in yellow and green gold, They are in your stores. An offering 
every single sign and trace of it, no matter how 14K filled —turned by Wadsworth whose to those who, knowing Douglass useful- 
much dandruff you may have. craftsmanship brought watchcases a thou- ness and Douglass precision, seek now 

You will find, too, that all itching of the scalp sand new charms. In enamels, inlaid; in the beauty that fine personal 


will stop instantly and your hair will be lustrous, | odd leathers, breath-taking things to see! should possess. 
glossy, silky and soft, and look and feel a hun- 
dred times better. 


miafour SanceSotiensiyeawiiaes | DOUGLASS Overs the ti igger, theres your ligh t | 


wn simple remedy has never been known to 


one fashioned in chaste severity, that one course, and matching in their new 
deftly etched with traceries to catch the mechanical perfection the genius their 
sunbeams. cases show. 


things 


THE DOUGLASS CO., WATERBURY, CONN.; SAN FRANCISCO. A. W. W. KYLE CO., MONTREAL. 
































GENIUS CAN IGNORE 
CONVENTION 


AGENIUS gets away with a lot of 
bad form and actually is admired 
for it! The rest of us must strictly 
comply with Convention’s every 
mandate. Otherwise we find our- 
selves the hapless subjects of ridi- 
cule or derision. 


For instance, we must observe the 
correct form in evening jewelry: 
studs, vest buttons and links cannot 
be of assorted styles. All must match! 
As well, when we dress in tuxedo, 
our tuxedo jewelry should be either 
black enamel or dark mother-of- 
pearl; and only white mother-of- 
pearl for full dress. 


Krementz Dress Sets help one to 
meet the requirements, as they come 
in full sets that are matched. To sat- 
isfy the individual taste there is of- 
fered a wide variety of designs and 
styles. And Krementz quality has 
placed Krementz Dress Sets on dis- 
play in the smartest shops the 
world over. 


For yourself—for the gift — buy 
Krementz Evening Jewelry. 


KREMENTZ & CO., Newark, N. J. 









No. 2082—Full Dress 
Set. White mother-of- 
pearl centers; Krem- 
entz Quality white 
metal rims, Complete, 
$7.50. Other sets to 
$50. 





CORRECT EVENING 
JEWELRY FOR MEN 











Ladies on the Air 
Jusr as I said I couldn’t stand the sound 
of a woman’s voice over the radio, here 
I am obliged to make a whole meal of my 
words. Will Miss Amelia Earhart please 
/stand up so the audience can get a good 
look at her? Will you hold the pose a few 
seconds, Miss Earhart? We want to get 
a few pictures. All right. Thank you. 
As it happens, Miss Earhart was one of 
the speakers on a Lire Radio Hour. But 
if you think that is the reason I am plug- 
ging her, you don’t know this free soul. 
If Lire had Aimée Semple McPherson, for 
instance, as one of its attractions, | 
wouldn’t give her a tumble. But if Miss 
Earhart had played the réle of a wayward 


den’s True Story Hours, I should have 
liked her voice just the same. Yes, and 
said so, too. 

I have a suggestion for one of the big 


in other people’s business. Anyway, here’s 
the idea and it’s free. Next time there is 
a big aviation event, why not let Miss 
Earhart broadcast it? The girl knows her 
stuff and the public trusts her. People 


she wouldn’t play them false by bursting 
out with an Indian Love Lyric. 

Now that I am playing fair with my 
sex, why not say a few nice words about 
Miss Julia Sanderson? Miss Sanderson 
sang on the Acousticon program; and, 
incidentally, it is a mice program 
which comes after Dr. Cadman’s party on 
Sunday afternoons. I realize that Miss 
Sanderson has one of those wavy voices 
that you either love or love to hate. But 
[ claim that anyone who fails to get into 
a glow when Miss Sanderson sings 
“They'll Never Believe Me” is nothing 
| but an electrical robot. 

The radio can do with a lot more of 
Miss Sanderson. Her singing is far 
younger and fresher than the chirping of 
the kiddies who bleat on the bedtime 
story hours. And there is always Mr. 
Frank Crummit to lend a blending voice 
in duets. 

Since I am in such a cheery mood, 
let’s say a few good words about Ted 
Husing. Mr. Husing has been describing 
some of the less important football games 
for the Columbia Broadcasting System. 
By the time these words get into print, I 
am afraid he will have turned over the 
microphone to Major Andrew White. 
Major White is all very well; he’s ac- 
curate but slow. But Mr. Husing is 
accurate and fast. In fact, he ranks with 
Jack Filman, who broadcasts the hockey 














stenographer on one of Bernarr Macfad-| 


broadcasting systems. I just love to mess| 


have confidence in her and they know | 
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On Tobacco Pouches and 
Cigarette Cases. Only gen- 
| uine Locktites have Talon 





‘ Hookless Fasteners. 


> $1.00 to $7.50. 








Why Fat 
Had to Go 





Fashion Forbade It 


A few years ago, Paris forbade fat. All her 
styles were created for the slender. Then 
there came a tide of disapproval for obesity, 
both in men and women. Youth and beauty, 
health and vigor demanded its reduction. 

Then science came in. It found that a great 
cause of excess fat lay in a defective gland. 
By thousands of experiments on animals it 
found that excess fat could be banished by 
correcting this deficiency. 

That is one great reason why excess fat has 
been disappearing fast. You see that in every 
circle. Slender figures are the rule. Mothe:. 
look like daughters. Not by starving, not by 
over-work, but by scientific measures. 

The greatest factors in this fight on fat are 
embodied in Marmola prescription tablets. 
People have used them for over 20 years— 
millions of boxes of them. Users have told 
others the results. Thus, year by year, the use 
has grown until it is now enormous. 

Try this modern method. No abnormal 
exercise or diet is required. Correct the cause. 
Watch the fat go, day by day. Watch the new 
health and new vigor. Do it because this is 
the right way and thetried way to end obesity. 
Don’t delay. Many new joys are waiting for 
you when you get weight down to normal. 

Marmola prescription tablets are 
sold by all druggists at $1 per box. 
If your druggist is out, get 
them at once from his j 
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‘What if the 


Lamp-o-Lighter 
is your favorite 
Christmas 

Present/ 


“WT WON'T wear out—even though 

I: erybody insists on using it 
and it’s too amusing and prac- 

tical for words.” 
Lamp-o-lighter, you know, is the 
very newest electric cigarette, pipe 
or cigar lighter. Press one button 
and it lights the lighter. Another, 
and it turns out the lamp, or on, 
if necessary. 
Smart-looking, gold cord—lighter 
in red, green, blue and amber. 
Screws into socket and holds lamp 
bulb. Decorative, practical, mar- 
velous for gifts. 


$ 5 at all the better shops 


or write 


A. W. FRANKLIN, INC. 
11 West 42d Street, N.Y. C. 

/ 
! 












lighter 





the {martest Gift 





from Madison Square Garden, as the 
speediest radio reporter. After clouding up 
on announcers in general, it’s a treat to 
find a boy who realizes that he is broad- 
casting a sporting event and not making 
a speech at the Annual Banquet of the 
Realtors’ Boosters Club. 
Agnes Smith. 





Chinese Love Song 


(Marriageable girls of the famine area in 
China are being sold as a means of relieving 
the distress, and some of the more beautiful 
bring as much as $200 in gold.) 

I Lookep on your rose-petal cheeks, dear, 
and yearned 

To buy you and make you my own; 
My love was a flame that incessantly 

burned, 

My heart was a smoke-blackened stone 
That surely, I thought, would grow cold 

and be ice 

Without your caresses and such— 

But two hundred bucks was your daddy’s 
best price, 

And that, little girl, was too much. 


What joy might be ours could we live 
out our lives 
In a plum-blossom house by the sea, 
Where you'd be the fairest of almond- 
eyed wives, 
And gentlest of husbands I'd be! 
Our days would be pages of laughter and 
song— 
Alas! these are vain dreams indeed. 
Farewell, dainty maiden; may life know 
you long— 
A fifty-tael dame is my speed. 
Don Cameron. 





WRONG NUMBER! 
A Necro cook answered the telephone the other 
morning, and a cheerful voice inquired: ‘‘What 
number is this?’’ 

The cook, in no mood for trifling questions, 
said with some asperity: ‘“You-all ought to know. 
You done called it.’’ 

—Charleston News and Courier. 





Ir is easy to identify the owner of the 
car: he is the one who, after you pull the door 
shut, always opens it again and slams it harder. 

—Detroit News. 





“Q.: How should Cavalleria Rusticana be pro- 
Vv. W 


nounced ? . 
_“A.: It is | pronounced kah-vah-lcmfwycmfwya- 
oicmfwaomfw.”—Farm Poultry. 


For singers only.—Country Gentleman. 








Lire is publishing its usual DOG 
CALENDAR this year, at the usual 
price of one dollar a copy. When 
preparing your holiday list, don’t 
forget the DOG CALENDAR; it 
always makes such an acceptable 

sft! 

Orders will be filled in the order 
of their receipt. 























Men usually take a great deal of 
time and trouble to “break in” a 
new pipe. They know a cool, 
sweet smoke is their reward. 

Reason exactly the same way 
for your mouth! . 

Early every day give it a bit of 
time and care—give it a thorough 
brushing with Squibb’s Dental 
Cream. Then notice how much 
cooler and sweeter your favorite 
smoke is. 

Squibb'’s tones the whole mouth 
—soothes it—above all, it gives 
you a fighting array of tiny Milk 
of Magnesia particles that combat 
mouth acids and keep the breath 
sweet and the mouth healthy. For 
a trim, snappy smoking taste, use 
Squibb’s Dental Cream frequently. 
4oc at any druggist. 

Copyright 1928 by E. R. Squibb & Sons 
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EMOTIONAL MOMENTS 


THE LIFE OF A FLAPPER 
When he offers 
his hand and heart and banking 


account and you have no use for 


them ... Offer him a MURAD. 


© P. Lorillard Co., Est. 1760 














THE DECLINE OF CHIVALRY 


“Membership in fraternal orders is being hard 
hit by the automobile and the radio.”—Report of 
a lodge organiser. 


And it an’ it | Papa joined one lodge to be a Knight of This, 
started acting around something awful. | And Papa joined another lodge to be a Knight 
Kasper (Stockholm). | of That; 

| 


He spent his last dollar 


IN THE 


SUNDAY SCHOOI 


BEGINNING 
And God said: ** 
Sven. 


TEACHER: Let 


life come into being!” on, 


SvEN (embarrassed): 


_ “go 


was so, 





For a gilt horse collar, 
He the homestead 
feather hat. 


rR iN | ‘hat was the reason? 
: aN D BR wee ones rs = enim 
LA SMELLING 

SAUTS 


At home, at the theatre, while 
shopping or traveling, or if you 
find yourself in stuffy rooms or 
crowded places, the pungent fra- 
grance of Crown Lavender 
Smelling Salts clears the brain, 
steadies the nerves, counteracts 
faintness and weariness. It is 
invigorating—a delight and com- 
fort. Sold everywhere. Schieffelin 
& Co., 170 William St., New York. 





mortgaged for a rooster- 


Every lodge amounted to one night out a week. 


Papa bought a radio and put it in the parlor, 
Papa bought a motor car and drove it all around; 
When he isn’t driving, 
He’s at work contriving 
How to fix the grid leak and regulate the sound. 
Day and night he’s busy 
With ampere, watt and ohm— 
Tarnished is his knightly sword, for Papa’s come 
back home! 
—S. K., in Spokane Spokesman-Review. 




















“SOX APPEAL” 


Now come advertisements that point out the sad 
predicament of garterless gentlemen destined to 
go through life with ‘‘No Sox Appeal.” 

An ad reveals an ungartered unfortunate wop. 
dering why the boss hasn't given him a faise 
And it’s really so simple! He is sartorial] 
maculate, except for those drooping hose 
month he is hearing a beautiful lady say, 
John—I like you, but somehow | 
marry you!’’ Why, of course she couldn't! Any 







y im 
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man so utterly devoid of sox appeal! 

Three readers have said to this edito: 
you noticed those ads, and aren't the 
cusably offensive, and why should a 
facturer be guilty of advertising like that 
felt that way about it, too, at first. Then the 
Young Lady Across the Way happen 
to us that four of 
friends didn’t wear garters any more. 

Look behind the ‘‘No Sox Appeal’’ « paign 
and you observe an industry on the ¢ sive. 


tion out hive ¢ r boy 


Our fathers supported a thriving suspender 
industry. We eliminated that. Our 

for corsets. Our 
Now the 
twenty-four have decided that the garter ther 
In 


so—who knows? Garters may join the museum- 


in wives put a st that 


nonsense. young men of ! to 


decorative nor utilitarian. another e of 
pieces. 

So a campaign of 
launched at this garterless generation Your 


‘“*scare advert 


man, if you don’t wear ‘em, the 


Ee Eee 


be off you and your venerable em 
be offended.’’ 

That's good marksmanship. Sex an es— 
the two vulnerable spots in the arr in- 
difference assumed by modern young | 


—Nightcap (Holden, Peters & Clark, Detroit), 





AS PRONOUNCED 


“In November she will go to London, 
Duchess of Vendome has invited her t 
Leglong,’ a favorite of Bernhardt’s.” 

—Denver Morning Post 


e the 
‘La 


ProsaBLy a greater favorite of Bernhardt's than of 
the Denver Morning Post’s.—New Yorke) 





“The Luxury Ships” 


m.V. SATURNIA 
mM. Vv. VULCANIA 


Sail Regularly to 
CANNES- NAPLES: TRIESTE 


also PRESIDENTE WILSON 


From Italy the Fleet of 


LLOYD TRIESTINO 


Offers a Splendid Service to 
NEAR EAST 
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COSULICH LINE 7272: 















° ‘Parker’s New 


$10 ‘Pen 
be ‘Duofold “De Luxe 


Crystals of Pearl set in Jet-Black 
Permanite, Non-Breakable, and 
28°% lighter than rubber—gold- 
circled,gold-pointed—this new De 
t). Luxe offers the handsomest finish 
ever given to a fountain pen. 

Extra large point. Parker Pres- 
sureless Touch. And the entire pen 
is “Guaranteed Forever Against All 
Defects. 

36 years’ experience, 47 improve- 
ments, 29 patents have contributed 
to the development of this master 
pen. 

Both the smartest and most effi- 
cient writing instrument Geo. S. 
Parker ever made. Have your 
dealer show it to you. 
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Make It a 


Christmas 
Unforgettable 


Give “Duofold “De Luxe 





This is a pen such as none of 
your family has ever owned before. 

It offers lifelong service, so is an 
ever-present present to remind the 
recipient of you. 

Compare it side-by-side with 
any other pen selling at this price, 
and you'll choose the Duofold De 
Luxe. Look for imprint, “Geo. S. 
Parker—DUOFOLD,” to be sure of 


the genuine. 


*To prove Parker Duofold is a pen of lifelong 
perfection, we offer to make good any defect pro- 
vided complete pen is sent by owner direct to the 
factory with l0c for return postage and insurance. 


THe PARKER PEN COMPANY * JANESVILLE, Wis 
OFFICES AND SUBSIDIARIES: 
NEW YORK * BOSTON * CHICAGO * ATLANTA 
DALLAS * SAN FRANCISCO 
TORONTO, CANADA * LONDON, ENGLAND 
HEIDELBERG, GERMANY 










1 Senior size (maximum ink capacity), $10 
Gift Box included . 5 Junior, $8.50; Juniorette or Lady, $ 7.50 
on ve Each with a lovely enameled metal case included 


Pencils to match, $3.50, $4 and $5 


, = Duofold Ne Luxe 





ALL= 
ELECTRIC 
$s i | pee 
(less tubes) 


Prices slightly higher 
West of Denver 


The mode! illustrated 
may be obtained in ei- 
ther walnut or mahog- 
any with burnished 
bronze finishings and 


Spee 


sliding panel doors, 


pecan beni 


DYNAMIC TONE 
CLARITY 
DOWER 


Uses the UX-250 Super-Amplifying 
Tube and includes Peerless Dynamic 
Speaker. Overtones and harmonics 
are brought out with new power 
and clarity. Illustrated booklets, 
describing this and other Fresh- 
man Electric Radios ranging in 
price from $69.00 to $250.00, 
will be mailed upon request. 


CHAS. FRESHMAN 
CoO.,. INC. 


NEW YORK - CHICAGO 
LOS ANGELES - KANSAS CITY 
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